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ocs—Onyx Base fitted with 8-day 
Desk Clock and trimmed with Chrome. 
Complete with 2 Vacumatic Desk 
Pens —$75 

BB6¢ — Onyx Base complete with 2 
Vacumatic Desk Pens-——$25 

BB CLASSiC——-Black Glass Base trim- 
med with Chrome. Complete with 2 
Vacumatic Desk Pens-—$30 
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Put this Pedigreed Beauty 
on Your “Must” List 


Holds 102% More Ink 


than our famous Duofold 


New Jewel Case 


included with Pen 
and Pencil Sets at 
$12.50 and $15. 


Gift that Your Loved 


Over thits Lewes 





Parker’s deluxe Major and Maxima Vacumatic 
... First Christmas Ever Shown 


The revolutionary Pen that 
gives people Second Sight —that shows 
when to refill, hence writes years on end 

without running dry unexpectedly 


If you want the ones whom you adore to be 
enraptured with your Christmas Gift, put this 
millionaire’s Pen on your “must” list. They'll 
carry it over their hearts and use it day after day 
for a lifetime. 

Go to any good pen counter today and see 
Parker’s two new de luxe editions—the Major 
and Maxima Vacumatics—in smartly laminated 
Pearl style with double ink capacity and Tele- 
vision barrel, now gracefully slenderized for 
restful balance. 

And see the stunning new Parker Vacumatic 
Desk Sets,—and the new Pen and Pencil Sets in 
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‘o >>» VACUMATIC= 


GUARANTEED MECHANICALLY PERFECT 


Junior or Juniorette, $5 - Standard or Slender Standard, $7.50 - Major, $8.75 
Maxima or Senior Maxima, $10 - 


regal Gift Box designed in plastic by one of 
the world’s foremost silversmiths. This Gift hits 
the mark 100%. 

The Parker Vacumatic is a marvelous inven- 
tion that eliminates the old-time rubber ink sac, 
and thus has room for 102% more ink than our 
famous Duofold. Hence this modern marvel 
requires filling only 3 or 4 times from one 
Christmas to the next. 

It’s a Pen that gives a person second sight by 
letting him SEE the ink level at all times—so 
he can refill at any odd moment—so it won't 
run dry. 

Ask to see these Pedigreed Beauties at any 
nearby pen counter. And look for the smart 
ARROW clip. This identifies the genuine 
Parker Vacumatic and saves time in making gift 
selections. The Parker Fountain Pen Company, 
Limited, Toronto, Ontario. 


Pencils to match, $2.50, $3.50, $3.75, $5 
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($6. TOMATO PRODUCTS 
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Works AGIC on Appetites! a 


Libby's “Gentle Press” Libby's “Gentle Press” Libby's “Gentle Press” 
Tomato Catchup Tomato Juice Tomato Soup 


n 
ato 


It’s true that Libby’s triumphant trio of tomato Tomato Soup, “Gentle Press” Tomato Juice and 

products owe much of their goodness to certified “Gentle Press” Tomato Catchup. By this method 

seeds which have been taken from the choicest the pure, vitamin-rich juice is gently extracted. 

tomatoes of each succeeding crop until near per- You get—unmarred—ail the flavour imparted by 

fection has been achieved; to the hot rays of the = the August sun and mother earth and imprisoned 

summer sun; to characteristics of the soil in the __ in the fruit. Libby’s “Gentle Press” method can’t 

carefully chosen Libby gardens; to the expert be duplicated because it’s patented. No wonder 

care given Libby’s prize tomatoes while they that every man, woman and child who tastes 

ripen on the vine. But it took Libby’s patented = Libby’s “Gentle Press” Tomato Products finds in 

and exclusive “Gentle Press” method to bring out them magic for the appetite! Try these famous nee 

all the garden-fresh, true-to-nature tomato flavour tomato products. Better get enough though, Catchup 

that you'll find in none but Libby’s “Gentle Press” because they don’t stay around very long. PoE A rractft 
dt 


LIBBY, M°NEILL & LIBBY OF CANADA, LIMITED Lee Lee 
CHATHAM, ONTARIO 
If your grocer cannot supply you, please send his name to us at Chatham, Ont., and we will see 
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DODGE 
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NEW INTERIOR LUXURY... Striking new interior — exquisite 
new decorative notes in trim, finish, upholstery and appointments. 















R TALL PEOPLE- 
PERONT SEAT IN 
NORMAL POSITION 


FOR SHORT PEOPLE- 


SEAT FORWARD 
FRONTAND RAISED 
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No more neck ache—no more shoulder ache! Front seats of the new 1938 
Dodge cars are easily adjusted and whether you are short or tall you 
get the same perfect vision! The seat rises 1 44 inches as it comes forward. 


Switch toa Dodge and SRNE MONEY 









THE MOST BEAUTIFUL DESIGN IN DODGE HISTORY 






New “Relaxed Driving’’ Control . . . results 
from easier steering, easier clutch and brake 
action, easier gear shifting and easier starter pedal 
action than ever before! 








DOZENS OF PROGRESSIVE REFINEMENTS TO INCREASE 


DODGE COMFORT, VALUE 


AND DRIVING EASE, PLUS 


MONEY-SAVING FEATURES THAT LED THOUSANDS 


To SWITCH 


HE NEW 1938 DODGE CARS are here 

to save you money... thrill you with 

their beauty ... satisfy you with their 
dependability and long life. 


Experts agree that here are cars that fairly 
sparkle with a new type of beauty... dis- 
tinguished and distinctive! Just look at the 
windstream sweep of the new front end... 
the new radiator grille... modern hood louvres 
headlamp partially recessed in wide flaring 
fenders! Here is graceful styling. that will win 
any woman’s approval! 


But not alone for beauty will these new 
Dodge cars be acclaimed! In keeping with the 
great engineering background which has been 
its heritage, these big 1938 Dodge cars offer 
dozens of progressive refinements and im- 
provements to give you greater value and 
easier operation than ever before... new 


TO DODGE! 


“relaxed driving’? control! ...Elegant new 
interiors! , . . 1938 Silenced Airglide Ride!... 
1938 improved, patented Floating Power 
engine mountings... Greater driving protec- 
tion—to mention only a few! 


Despite all this plus-value, there is still a 
Dodge priced right down among the lowest 
price cars. 


But most important of all the new 1938 
Dodge cars have every one of the proved 
money-saving features which have caused 
owners toreport 21 to 27 miles per gallon of gas 
—savings up to 20% on oil—plus additional 
savings on tires, lubrication and upkeep. 


See a new 1938 Dodge NOW! Drive one! 
Learn how easily you, too, can join the 
Dominion-wide ‘‘Switch Parade’’ to Dodge 
and save money! 


GET YOUR LOCAL DELIVERED PRICE ON A 1938 DODGE 














ITTING at my typewriter on a bland 

October morning, I feel Christmas marching 

down the weeks with rather a menacing air. 
For with it comes the clamoring fretfulness of 
harried shoppers; the pale faces of tired girls; 
scrawny Santa Clauses tinkling thin bells beside 
their charitable pavement pots; the yearning, 
inexpressibly sad faces of undernourished children, 
glimpsing magic for a few hours before they return 
to meagre living. 

Yet how potent that very magic is! And how 
unattainable in print. Easy to describe the 
frantic shoppers—but how tell of the moments 
that make the work so small a price to pay? The 
enduring miracle of Christmas seems to be that 
each one of us recognizes it. The onlooker sees 
the clamor and turmoil—yet every one of us in the 
crowd has some mystic Christmas hope which 
flowers in the contented eyes of old folks remem- 
bered; in the shining glow of youngsters; the 
warmth and gaiety around the Christmas hearth. 

Miss Parrot, isolated in the Chinese wilderness, 
knew something of it. Her weird Christmas 
makes a story that Dorothy Black tells with an 
unforgettable simplicity in “Britons Never.” 
Strangely enough, the day this page went to 
press, there came a news story from Shanghai, 
telling of Maud Truxton Henderson, the seventy- 
year-old woman who has dedicated her life to 
China’s poor, and rescued two hundred and fifty 
children from the streets. When urged to leave 
for safety, Miss Henderson said, “If any of these 
helpless tots die from Japanese bombs, I must 
die with them.” Maud Henderson is an actual 
reality. Melindy Parrot will seem to be one too, 
when you’ve read her story. 


JUDGING FROM comments and letters, “Live 
with a Man and Love It!” is causing plenty of 
discussion. The book, published shortly after its 
first appearance in Chatelaine, has now gone into 
its third edition with dazzling rapidity, proving 
that people do recognize sound common sense 
when they see it. As the last chapters appear 
next month, we thought it a good time to present 
the husband-and-wife questionnaire which you'll 
find on page sixteen. It was amusing to see how 
every person who handled this questionnaire in its 


| 


process through the editorial and mechanical 
departments, answered it for themselves right 
away! You'll find it an enthralling survey for 
yourself and your husband—and sure-fire enter- 
tainment at a party. It’s interesting to know that 
these questions were evolved by an ordinary 
Canadian couple in Alberta. I call them “‘ordin- 
ary” because they had no psychological training 
—no preconceived ideas as to what should be 
asked. They worked out the questions for them- 
selves, and found them so enthralling that they 
shared them with friends. Now men and women 
from coast to coast will be trying to answer them 
honestly. And what happens as a result is no 
responsibility of Chatelaine’s! 

Helen Campbell went decorating Christmas 
tables early in September, and you’ll find her 
original and charming suggestion photographed 
in full color on page 72. This natural photograph 
was taken in our own Institute dining room, and 
you'll be delighted at the small cost the decora- 
tions entail. Which reminds me of the letter we 
got from Dr. Anne B. Fisher, who, as you know, 
wrote “Live With a Man and Love It.” She says, 
in part: “I tried all your oven meals and they 
worked out wonderfully. It seems to me that you 
have better ideas about what the average family 
goes in for, than most magazines seem to decide 
is good for us. The meals are simpler, and not so 
expensive to prepare.” That has always been 
Miss Campbell’s working code for the Institute. 
The beautiful table setting is another example. 


IT’S GOOD-BY, this month, to Victoria, ““The 
Girl Who Asked for Trouble.” She’s to appear 
in book form, and in another magazine following 
her triumphant appearance in Chatelaine. People 
seem to like her. Next month you’ll meet a totally 
different type of girl in Reita Lambert’s new 
novel, which is an important study of ambitious 
young people. Remember Miss Lambert’s 
“Approach to Love” which we published some 
years ago? 


But meanwhile, you'll find this Christmas issue 
gone completely Christmas-minded. For that’s 
the only way to greet the season, isn’t it? I hope 
that yours, this year, will be the happiest one yet! 
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IN THIS SoU 


CHRISTMAS FICTION... Star- 
ring ‘‘Christmas Melody” by Alice 
Maxwell, on page seven, and the 
unique ‘Britons Never” by Dorothy 
Black, on page ten. 


HERE COME THE HOLIDAYS 

. . and after them a winter full 
of the gayest parties in years. 
Carolyn Damon, fashion editor, 
tells you how to make sure you’rea 
success ... Turn to page twelve. 


HOW WELL DO YOU KNOW 
YOUR HUSBAND? ... . Or your 
wife, for that matter. On page six- 
teen is a series of questions that 
may startle your complacency. Try 
them on your next party group. 


THE INSTITUTE CELEBRATES 
CHRISTMAS ... with an origin- 
al and distinctive table that you 
can reproduce easily . . . and 
carefully tested advice on every 
phase of the Christmas fun. Turn 
to page 69. 


For a complete list of contents 
turn to back page. 
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REMEMBER, 


Beef to brag about can now be yours every 
time, for now the finest beef is branded. Buy 
your roasts and steaks—and family pot roasts, 
too—by brand, Swift's Premium, and you'll 
always get superb texture and flavor. With a 
roast of this fine beef, try these new and tempt- 
ing strawberry apples. Halve apples, core, fill 
with strawberry preserves; bake in a hot oven 
(450°) until tender. Garnish with parsley. 


. Cees 


Just heat and serve! Not, of course, the 
sweet potatoes. They’re French-fried. But the 
ham—Swift’s Premium, the ham with the mar- 
velous flavor—can now be bought already 
cooked. It is ready to serve cold. Or pan fry or 
broil slices 2 to 4 minutes on each side; heat 
whole or half hams for about 7 minutes per 
pound in a warm (300° F.) oven. Naturally, this 
cooked Swift’s Premium Ham costsalittle extra. 


FOR THE HAM WITH 
THE MARVELOUS FLAVOR! 


THE MEAT MAKES THE MEAL 


More and better white meat! swift’s 
special way of milk-feeding does marvelous 
things to chickens. It not only plumps their 
breasts with extra white meat, but the meat is 
juicier, more delicate, more tender. That’s why 
it’s so well worth your while to get chickens 
that are labeled Swift’s Premium. Festive and 
delicious with roast chicken are orange shells 
filled with cranberry sauce. 


) 

A tip to Santa Claus! swift’s Premium 
Hams make wonderful Christmas presents, 
especially for families. Order them from your 
dealer now, in special holiday wrappings, to 
be sent out later on. Or deliver them yourself 
on your Santa Claus rounds. 


Look for this brand — swift’s Premium 
—and you'll always get the ham with the 
marvelous flavor, the ham that’s Premium- 
cured and smoked a special way in ovens. 
The word Swift, in little brown dots down the 
side, identifies even a single slice. 


Recipes by Martha Logan, Home Economist for 


Swirt CANnapIiANn Co., Limirep 
Purveyors of Fine Foods 


of the finest meats 
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Your Christmas Photograph 


Professional Suggestions for Making it Successful 


By MADALINE DALE ELLIS 


KNOW YOURSELF. 

That’s the first commandment of 
being photographed attractively.Don’t 
expect the photographer to see your 
good and bad points in a few seconds 
if you haven’t found them out over a 
period of years. Be ready to help him 
by having discovered which half of your 
face is the better looking, and what tilt 
to your chin gives the best view of 
your jaw and neckline 

By studying yourself with two mir- 
rors you can check over these points 
and a number of other important ones. 
Be really critical, and you'll be amazed 
at what a difference the smallest change 
in position will often make. You can 
find out for yourself whether your face 
is a little too thin or too long for a 
three-quarter face pose, so that gaunt- 
ness or stiffness to the contour would 
be the result. You can tell whether or 
not your hands and arms are the size 
and shape to photograph effectively. 
You can certainly decide whether or 
not you can learn to smile naturally. 

Don’t remove eyeglasses that are 
worn to correct even the slightest 
squint unless you are to look down or 
be taken in profile. A lens is merciless 
in detecting eye defects. 

Don’t use heavy make-up, particu- 
larly rouge, or your cheeks will appear 
hollow or flat, depending on the shape 
and height of your cheek bones. Don’t 
use much lipstick—it hardens the 
mouth. Don’t powder the nose too 
generously—it will be distorted. Don’t 
think a high color—even if it’s natural 
—will be becoming. Dust your cheeks 
with a shade of powder to match your 
forehead. 

Don’t wear clothes that take so much 
attention to themselves that they de- 
tract from your own personality. 

When you’ve decided about the best 


poses for you, in the privacy of your 
home, try to overcome that strained 
look of expectancy or state of self- 
consciousness that spoils so many 
photographs. 

If it’s to be a group of two or three 
people, talk it over before you go to 
the studio and practice your poses to- 
gether. While the photographer will 
make arrangements regarding effective 
grouping, it’s a good idea to have an 
understanding about the unified effect. 
If one member at the back has a ten- 
dency to lean too far forward, or stand 
so stiffly as to appear detached, while 
another stands with his feet badly 
placed, (for example on the rungs of a 
chair) or somebody else flings her arms 
around someone, the picture won’t be 
right. Sentimental gestures may have 
a certain personal attraction, but they 
detract from the general dignity and 
unity of the whole. 

On The Day, allow plenty of time in 
which to arrive at the studio, and to 
recover from fatigue or weather condi- 
tions. And above all, be happy about 
it. Your mood will convey itself to the 
photographic plate no matter how 
much you try to hide it. And if you’ve 
been having your own private re- 
hearsals and can count on the techni- 
cal understanding of your photog- 
rapher, you should get the best possible 
picture. 

Remember, when you look at those 
proofs, that the movie stars whose 
portrait studies you envy have learned 
all about their best features, and how 
to capitalize on them. They’ve had to. 
And while no photograph of you may 
ever look like Dolores Del Rio or 
Robert Taylor, you can get the best 
possible picture of YOU. Which is 
probably a lot more satisfactory, 
to your family and friends anyway. # 





BETHLEHEM, 1937 


By F. Robina Monkman 


The years are white on David's town, 
Above the sleeping walls 

The mist of centuries swings down, 
The ancient starlight falls 

As clearly as it fell of old 
Above that quiet hill 

Where angels breathed from Heaven's fold 
Their message of good will; 

And still the shepherds guard their sheep 
While shadows ebb and flow 

Where once a Babe lay swathed in sleep 
Two thousand years ago. 


O silent years, O sobbing years, 
O years that flow between 

In lifting tides of joy and tears, 
Fling back your opal sheen 

And bring to us the ageless trust, 
The flames of faith that rise 

Above these aisles of earthly dust— 
O, make us shepherd-wise, 

And lay upon our hearts the balm 
Of peace that heals and stills, 

And breathe upon this world the calm 
Of far Judaean hills! 





PORE dat ison ep, er 


By ALICE MAXWELL 


T WAS warm in the Lundquist kitchen but outside 

the powdery snow was heaped high in drifts. Real 

Christmas weather, everyone said. At a table by 
the window tall, square-shouldered, dark-haired Anton 
Lundquist was finishing his second cup of coffee. In a 
moment he would reach for his coat on a peg by the 
door and for his dinner pail on a shelf near by. Over by 
the woodstove Hilma, his wife, moved the blue enamel 
coffeepot and the iron griddle to a hotter section of the 
stove, keeping an apprehensive eye on her husband, 
while part of her waited for the sound of Thora’s feet 
on the stairs. 

Anton was always quiet, only of Jate he had been even 
more taciturn, It was partly the piano and partly, 
Hilma feared, Thora that had added to his gloom. But 
as soon as they had both gone, Anton to his cabinet shop 
and Thora to the high school at the other end of town, 
Hilma would steal in and gaze again at the dark, shining, 
smooth beauty of the grand piano. She held her breath 
with the rapture of the thought. In the morning she 
only looked—there were so many other things that 
demanded her time, but in the afternoon— 

*What’s keeping Thora this morning?” Anton broke 
into her thoughts. “She used to be some little help, but 
lately she’s no good to anyone—” 

“Oh, it’s the last day before Christmas vacation. 
Maybe she’s fixing herself up a little special,” Hilma 
said placatingly. Then, “My, I can’t believe Christmas 
is only three days off!” seeking to divert her husband’s 
mind from Thora, but he was not easily changed. 

“I’ve been hearing things,” he said darkly. “That 
Meeker girl and the crowd she runs with—” 

Hilma’s hand flew to her heart and she turned slowly 
and looked at Anton. He also had heard. And though 
he didn’t say much he probably knew too how out of 
hand Thora had got lately. It was bewildering really. 
Only such a short time ago Thora had listened to her, 
believed in her, and now she was so grown-up, stand- 
offish and defiant that Hilma was almost afraid of her. 
Why, it seemed only yesterday Thora had come from 
the Home, a spindly pathetic little five-year-old, who 
clung to her and cried as if her heart would break. 

“You're really going to be my mother? Forever and 
ever— 

“Yes, my darling, forever and ever,” and saying the 
words had given Hilma strength to stand up to Anton’s 
opposition. 


















































His adopted daughter was 
smart—and pretty. But lately 
she had been running about 
with a crowd he did not like. 


Ten years ago, that was. Two 
years after they had lost their own 
small John. Two years of heart- 
breaking loneliness that would never 
be filled by another child of their own. 
Anton’s silence had dated from the 
day his son’s coffin had been lowered 
into the ground in the tiny cemetery 
over the hill. Tightly to himself he 
had hugged the thing that shadowed 
all his days. The bitter blame he 
heaped silently upon his own head. 
His moroseness would have driven 
away trade from his shop except for 
the excellence of his work. His 
cupboards and chairs and chests, 
everything he put his hand to, were a 
marvel of skill, patience and honesty. 

Thora looked at her foster mother 
and father evenly as she came into 
the kitchen. She was wearing her 
Sunday dress—her best dress—that 
is, it had been her Sunday dress until 
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HERBERT TAREYTON 
4 Ib. Glass Humidor 
$1.50 


1 Ib, Glass Humidor 
$3.00 


BUCKINGHAM 
CARTON of 50 $ .50 
CARTON of 100 1,00 
CARTON of 200 2.00 





TUCKETTS PREFERRED 
PANETELAS 
BOITE NATURE 
BOX of 25 
$2.40 


MARGUERITE 
CARTON of 25 $1.25 
CARTON of 10 50 





ENGLISH BLEND 
CARTON of 50 $ .50 
CARTON of 100 1.00 


NAVY CUT 
CARTON of 50 §$ .50 
CARTON of 100 1.00 
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Thora still felt a lurking sense 
of shame about the dress, 
although Lola promised that 
no one would hear about it. 


party frock. How thrilled and surprised Thora would be 
on Christmas morning! How nice the dress would look 
at the young people’s exercises in the church on Christ- 
mas night and then again at the Watch party at the 
New Year. If only she could persuade Anton to go for 
Thora. It would be Thora’s first party until so late at 
night, and Anton might be difficult. Well, if he was, she 
herself would go for the girl and bring her safely home 
through the snowy night. And then another fear came 
up to torment her. Maybe Thora wouldn’t go. She 
didn’t seem to care for church any more, or for the 
young people there. She wanted to go to the roller 
skating rink and even talked about dancing. A fifteen- 
year-old. It was the Meeker girl and that crowd she 
went with, loud laughing and talking, even slang and 
one time not long ago she had heard Thora swear. 

Anton must not know. What would he say, so sure 
of himself and so bitter in his denunciation of wrong- 
doing. The thought of Anton brought up the tormenting 
problem of what she would give him for Christmas. She 
got up and from a high shelf took down a jar and counted 
the nickels and dimes and quarters she had in it. It was 
well she had bought the material for Thora’s dress in 
the summer— 

Her loyal heart refused to say that Anton was close; 
but he was careful and he wanted to know where every 
penny he gave her went to. 

“Spending, spending,” he’d say to her. “We'll end up 
in the poorhouse!”’ She’d heard it so often she almost 
believed it, and yet there were some of her friends who 
had dared to tell her over a cup of coffee in the afternoon 
that her Anton was certainly laying by his money. 

“Oh, no, business has been bad,” Hilma would tell 
them earnestly, believing it. She never bothered about 
banking or anything like that. She didn’t understand it. 
She had only been over from the old country three years 
when Anton had met her. 

At two o’clock she finished the dress. She held it up 
and pride glowed in her gentle face as her eyes swept 
over it. Exactly like the pattern and the picture in the 
book it was. The top was slim, basquelike, the skirt full 
—a swing skirt, the pattern called it—and the sleeves 
were puffed. There was a narrow black velvet ribbon 
sash, tying in front and sweeping to the hem. The skirt 
would end midway between Thora’s knees and her slim, 
childish ankles. She was too young for a long dress. This 
would make her look like a blue Christmas star, her 
yellow hair tied with a black velvet bow.. She would be 
lovely—beautiful! A little girl yet. Only Thora didn’t 
want to be a little girl any more. Oh, but this dress. It 
was her masterpiece, Hilma thought. Thora couldn’t 
help loving it. As if her mother didn’t know she was 
longing for a party dress. 

Two o’clock. It would be more than an hour before 
Thora came home. With a program it might be even 
later. This was her chance. 

She had left the door from the kitchen open all morn- 
ing and the sitting room was comfortably warm. Over 
in a corner all by itself stood the piano. Her eyes shone 
as she went toward it. She carried two books—one 
titled, “‘ Piano Playing Made Easy,” and the other, “Old 
Songs We Love.” 

Suddenly as she stood in the room with the faded 
wallpaper and the old-fashioned cheap lace curtains she 
had a thought of the little white model home just 
completed over on Elm Street. Only a few blocks from 
the high school and close to the church, too. Such a 
beautiful little white house with a white picket fence 
around it like those in the old country. The house had 
blue shutters a little deeper blue than the dress she had 
made for Thora, and the roof was a deep, dark blue like 
the sky on a midsummer’s night. She had a quick, 
exquisite vision of Anton, Thora and herself, and the 
piano, in a house such as that. Then she thrust the 
thought aside. Such high ideas were not for her. 


AT TWO O’CLOCK Thora left the high school and 
started walking swiftly homeward. The assembly had 
been in the morning, in fact all day the school had been 
pervaded with a holiday spirit. It hadn’t been at all 
difficult to plead a headache and be excused. She had 
made up her mind to do that at the noon hour, after she 
had talked with Lola Meeker. In the summer Thora 
had picked cherries in the Howell orchards. Part of 
what she had earned had gone for school clothes, but she 
had saved out eight dollars. It was to be her Christmas 
spending money. In September she thought about it 
with shivery delight. Something wonderful for her 
mother—something extra nice for her dad that would 


smooth away for a little while that harrassed, unhappy 
look that was always on his face. 

Even in October she was still planning about it—and 
then Lola had moved into the neighborhood. Lola was 
sixteen and had already gone out with boys, even wrote 
to some she’d met in the summer. Her mother was 
easygoing, their home slipshod and Lola’s father hung 
about pool halls. At first Thora had cared terribly about 
that for she had a hard pride that her mother and father 
were highly respected in the town. 

The rouge which Mrs. Meeker wore on her cheeks and 
which Lola dabbed generously on hers, contrasted 
strangely in Thora’s heart with the smooth, rosy, Nordic 
naturalness of her mother. She had been hurt and 
bewildered too because she was left out of things by 
the other girls after she took up with Lola, and then as 
time went on she didn’t care. 

And now she was hurrying home to get the eight 
dollars to buy that evening dress hanging on a rear rack 
in Lane’s Fashion Shop. If her mother questioned her, 
she’d tell her she’d come home for a paper or something. 
Sometimes her mother did seem awfully dumb—Lola 
said Swedes were that way. It had made Thora mad at 
first the way Lola said it, then Lola had laughed and 
they’d both laughed, only Thora still felt a lurking sense 
of shame about it. The dress was a hard, bright green 
with gold flouncing at the low bodice and on the skirt. 
It appeared a little shopworn, but Lola emphatically 
said it looked beautiful on her and the salesgirl had said, 
“Why, no, it isn’t too old for you. Mercy me, no! Oh, 
yes, it’s a brand-new dress! How could you think Lanes 
would carry a dress over from another year!” Yet, 
strangely enough, when Thora said she only had eight 
dollars, the salesgirl had talked in low tones with Mr. 
Lane and then come back and triumphantly announced 
they were going to make her a bargain of it. They would 
sell it to her for eight dollars! 

That had been five days ago and each day Thora had 
been in an agony of knowing what to do about it. The 
dress made her look absurdly grown up and mature— 
somehow it didn’t seem to be right for her to have it, 
but today Lola had told her more about the dance on 
New Year’s Eve. A dance! Lola was going to wear her 
evening dress—and think, she, Thora, would have one 
too! The plan was that she would stay all night with 
Lola. Today Lola would take the dress home with her 
and Thora’s mother and father need never know about 
the dress—or the dance. 

She turned down Elm Street, quickening her steps as 
she thought of dancing—and then she came to the little 
white house. 

A Christmas tree stood in the big window of the living 
room. Thora knew every room by heart. The home- 
making classes at the high school had taken over the 
furnishing of it. When it was sold, part of the money 
would go into a fund for the school. Her class had helped 
with the curtains and bedspreads, while the other groups 
made slipcovers and hooked rugs. Thora’s eyes flick- 
ered over the other houses near it. Substantial, well- 
built homes. Near the Sanderlin girls and the Palmers. 
Three doors up the street her history teacher lived. 
What would it feel like to be coming up the street and 
turn in through that little white gate. It was a beautiful 
thought! 

Inside the floors were all waxed and shining—there 
was a fire laid in the fireplace. There were two bedrooms, 
one larger, for a mother and father and the other a room 
for a young girl, with delicately patterned wallpaper and 


a narrow little white painted bed and stand. She. 


thought of the kitchen and the electric stove in it. Her 
mother would love it and the bright linoleum, the 
shining drainboards—the clear yellow of the woodwork. 

Lola—the thought of Lola in that house brought a 
sudden panic to her. Lola would say “‘Criminey” and 
“Cripes” and even worse. She'd say, “Well wouldn’t 
that panic you?” when she looked at the beautiful oval 
braided rug on the living-room floor. Oh, the little house 
wouldn’t like it at all. Even sitting there so serene and 
Christmasy looking it reproached her. But she shook 
her thin shoulders resentfully and turned away. 


VERY SOFTLY she opened the front door of her own 
home and stepped into the hall that led to the stairs As 
she did so she heard her mother at the piano. Her first 
thought was a jubilant one that the instrument was at 
the far end of the room, out of sight of the hall or 
stairway. If she was careful perhaps she could get up to 
her room and down again without anyone ever knowing 
she had been home. Quickly Continued on page 22 
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A Christmas story to please you, of a beau- 
tiful mother, a wayward daughter, and a 


husband who realized his stupidity in time 


a few weeks ago when she announced she wasn’t going 
to Sunday School any more. “Just kid stuff,” she had 
said. She answered their looks at her dress with, “We're 
having a special assembly at school,” and then “Oh, no, 
mom, not pancakes,” she cried petulantly as her mother 
set a plate down before her. 


AS SOON as she was alone Hilma set quickly about the 
, tasks in the household. There wasn’t a neater house in 
town than hers, only no tidying, no cleaning could hide 
:the shabbiness of it.. It had been old when she and 
, Anton moved into it. But whenever she spoke of repairs 
or paint, he told her they couldn’t afford it. 

‘It was not in her to nag at him about money. She 
had her own unobtrusive small ways of earning a bit for 
spending. Her cakes were feathery layers of amazing 
lightness. She ironed fragile linens and curtains beauti- 
fully and in the summer her flowers were a riot of color. 
It was through them she had met Mrs. Fields. Often 
the tiny, wealthy, birdlike widow came and selected her 
own favorites. Other times she’d send word and Hilma 
would come laden with armfuls of deep pink snap- 
dragons, blue delphinium and lacy gypsophila. It was 
on one such occasion Mrs. Fields had seen Hilma looking 
at the piano. 

“Do you play, Mrs. Lundquist?” Mrs. Fields had 
asked her politely. 

“Oh, no,” Hilma exclaimed, color flooding up over her 
fair face. “ But always I’ve loved music. I used to sing in 
the choir when I was a girl. I was singing there when I 
first saw Anton—” 

“And I suppose you and your Anton go to church 
every Sunday—” 

Hilma’s face clouded and her blue eyes darkened with 
pain. “No, after we lost our little boy, Anton never 
wanted to go again. And it’s no pleasure going alone,” 
she said simply. “But Thora goes,” she spoke up 
proudly. Then almost as shy as a little girl, she queried 
softly, “Could I touch it once?” 

“Touch what?” the other asked brusquely, and then 
comprehending, “Oh, the piano—of course.” 

Hilma had walked over and softly, gently, pressed 
down a key, smiling up at Mrs. Fields with a rapturous, 
“Oh, it sounds beautiful, doesn’t it?” 

“Well, it ought to,” the other said dryly. “I paid 
efiough for it.” 

And yet when Mrs. Fields had decided to spend a year 
in Europe she had insisted on leaving the piano with 
Hilma—an ecstatic, incredulous Hilma. 

“This ain’t no house for an instrument like that,” 
Anton had told her. “I don’t want you should have it 
come.” me 

“But I’ve got to,” Hilma entreated. “I promised her.” 

Then later, “Oh, Thora, you can take lessons now,” 
she beamed. ~~ 

“I don’t want to take lessons,” Thora had said 
shortly. 

“Don’t want to take lessons?” the other repeated in 
amazement. “Oh, my little girl, you don’t know what 
you are saying. To take music lessons! To be able to 
play pieces. To feel music spreading out through 
the rooms—” 

“I tell you I don’t want piano lessons. I want to take 
tap dancing instead, like—” 

“1 thought maybe if you took lessons you could teach 
me,” Hilma said wistfully. “If I could only play a few 
hymns—some old songs.” 


SHE WITHSTOOD an intense longing all the forenoon 
to go to the piano—even though it might be days before 
she would have another opportunity to be alone—first 
she must finish Thora’s dress. The silken material was a 
delicate fragile blue and the pattern a young girl’s first 





CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1937 





Chatelaine predicts you’ve never before read a 


Christmas story just like this one . . Have you? 


It had been Christmas evening when Alec led her 
gravely into the empty church, with its holly berry 
decorations, its sleeping stone crusaders, its evergreen 
branches filling every nook and cranny with fragrance 
and good cheer Late, it was, and getting dark, 
and high time they went in for tea. But he took her 
hand, and he led her right up to the altar steps, and he 
said in his grave young voice, holding her hand: 

“In sickness, in health, for better for worse, to have 
and to hold, till death us do part, and hereby | plight 
thee my troth.” 

Miss Parrot remembered she had been slightly 
shocked when he kissed her there and then, on the altar 
steps. Girls were very proper in 1914 and she feared it 
was rather profane. Because of course they were not 
really married. They were going to be, when the War 
was over. They had arranged it all. Meantime it would 
not do. Seventeen and nineteen was far too young to 
marry. 


ALEC WENT back to the front on Boxing Day. Though 
nineteen was far too young to marry, it wasn’t too young 
to die. The telegram came at supper time. Macaroni 
cheese and rice pudding and raspberry jam and cream. 
Raspberry jam turned Miss Parrot a little faint to this 
day. Tom Maladice used to laugh good humoredly at 
this idiosyncrasy of hers, more than half inclined to 
think she put it on, except that she did go rather pea 
green. 

So there was Melindy Parrot, widowed as certainly 
as if she had been truly wed, in her own eyes. Her 
parents smiled sympathetically, and wise aunts nodded 
their heads. The young get over it, they cried, polishing 
up their glasses, burnishing their lorgnettes . . . The 
young forget! Time cures everything! The deepest 
wound heals leaving hardly a scar. 

They were frightfully kind in providing quite expen- 
sive diversions for Melindy Parrot. But she didn’t for- 
get. You could have knocked them down with a feather 
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when she announced she was going out to be a mission- 
ary in China At least, said Melindy, to teach in 
a mission school. She did not tell them that, because 
Alec had been a soldier, and done something fine and 
brave, she wanted to do something, too 

She had been doing it for so many years now, that she 
could no longer count them. She had been home once. 
It had not proved a great success. She felt like someone 
returning from another planet. People pitied her. “ Poor 
Melindy Parrot,” they said, and she knew they were 
saying it. “Such a nice-looking girl she used to be. 
Well, well, well! On the shelf now.” 

Miss Parrot could have told them a thing or two, to 
open their eyes, but she didn’t. She could have told 
them about a Scottish engineer who went down on his 
knees and wept because Miss Parrot wouldn’t marry 
him. Miss Parrot was pretty surprised herself, for she 
knew she was getting on, and she didn’t ever consider 
herself a beauty . . . And she could have told them 
about a well-to-do sheep farmer. And she could have 
told them about Tom Maladice, who would marry her 
to this day if she would have him. 

She might have had him, if she hadn’t got it firmly 
wedged in her mind that she was married already, quite 
irrevocably, to Alec. Though he had been dead all these 
years, she never felt they were far apart. When she 
repeated the words of her childhood’s prayer that she 
had never quite grown out of: 


And four good angels guard my bed, 
Two at the foot and two at the head. 


—she always saw in her mind three good old-fashioned 
angels with kind faces and white nightgowns and goose- 
feather wings. But the fourth was a grave young man 
in a muddy uniform, wearing a shrapnel helmet, leaning 
on a gun, 

“I suppose I am just a sentimental old ass,” said 
Miss Parrot, but for all that it seemed amazingly real 
to her. And often she got the impression, just before 
waking, that he whispered to her, instructions for the 
day, and generally furbished her up, like the men in the 
corners furbish up boxers, getting them ready for the 
next round, whispering words of encouragement in their 
ears. 

That might after all, be the whole idea of guardian 
angels. Why not, thought Miss Parrot, alone in a plain 
in the middle of China. The instructions she got so 
often proved to be right, in the face of everybody else’s 
better judgment. The only time they had let her down 
had been over the business of Chai Shan. 


A NAUGHTY BOY, Chai Shan, his fingers given to 
picking and stealing. Tom Maladice had been for throw- 
ing him out of school altogether, for it looked as if he 
was one of those cases you would never make anything 
of. 

Miss Parrot had been singularly obstinate about it. 
She shook Chai Shan till his teeth rattled, and sketched 
the awfulness of the doom that awaited him if he did not 
alter his ways, and he gritted his teeth, and looked very 
evil. 

“When I am a man grown, I shall come back and kill 
you,” he said, 

Miss Parrot Iaughed in his face, and smacked his 
behind, and kept him on, as before, and he rewarded her 
for her kindness by stealing her earrings, the last vanity 
she had, 

“Kick the little brute out,” stormed Tom Maladice, 
but she wouldn’t. She wouldn’t, because of the dream 
she had. She had looked at Alec, asking him mutely, 
“Shall 1?” And his eyes met hers, gentle and grave and 
kind, and he shook his head. 

It wasn’t, of course, the proper way to run a school, 
but then, Miss Parrot was incredibly sentimental, and 
time wasn’t curing her. It was making her worse. 
Especially after Tom Maladice moved to the town, and 
she had the place to herself. 

Once the school had stood in the middle of a quite 
flourishing community, but time and changing econo- 
mic conditions, two famines and a flood, had changed all 
that. There was nothing left now but the huddle of squat 
houses like limpets sticking to an unfriendly rock, and 
the ever-present menace of the river, and unspeakable 
poverty on every side. Chai Shan and his generation 
had long since grown up and gone away—and the chil- 
dren who filled the school now were of poorer physique, 
undernourished and often diseased. 

Troubles had fallen heavily. @ Continued on page 47 
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“Chai Shan!" said Miss 
Parrot, standing guard 
over the children, "Well, 
you always said you'd kill 
me. But you must wait until 
after the Christmas party.” 
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ritons never... 
By DOROTHY BLACK 


ISS PARROT was never homesick nowadays, 

except at Christmas, and she struggled manfully 

against that. She knew she was incredibly 
sentimental. A person can fight against lamentable 
tendencies up to a point, but no farther. 

All about the schoolhouse stretched the bare ochre- 
colored plain, lashed with a cruel wind. Muffled-up 
figures, perambulating bundles of blue, and dun color, 
passed by. The bare trees that wore such lovely flowery 
dresses in summer, looked like tortured skeletons writh- 
ing in effort to escape from an unbearable fate. Lean 
dogs scavenged in empty gutters, without hope. The 
squat little houses of the village looked like drab limpets 
resisting the efforts of the wind to prize them from their 
rock. Beyond the plain, unfriendly hills were piled 
untidily. Like brown lump sugar heaped against a 
leaden sky. 

Not a bit what one had expected China to be like, 
from the vicarage, Melton Bolding. But then, lots of 


things in life hadn’t turned out as one expected them to, 
from the vicarage, Melton Bolding, Miss Parrot knew 
to her cost. 

She had expected blue skies forever overhead, and 
lavish flora and fauna, and jolly sinful heathen. Not 
these patient afflicted people who bore so much, saying 
so little, who smiled at her half shyly, exposing black- 
ened and broken teeth, and were pathetically grateful 
for the little she was able to do for them. Who looked 
on her as a healer and general adviser, as well as school- 
mistress, and had an uncomfortable way of making her 
feel they were all much better than she was. 

Another instance, said Tom Maladice, of her incur- 
able sentimentality. They had had some fine arguments 
while he was in charge of the school, and she his assist- 
ant. But he had gone to wider fields, and was now in 
charge of a college in the big town. Miss Parrot, with 
curious lack of ambition, had remained where she was. 

She was quite happy, except at Christmas time. Then 


she indulged in a pang of homesickness, looking out 
across the dun-colored plain, and remembering how the 
fields of Melton Bolding would look from her window in 
the vicarage, tonight. White fields, smelling cold and 
clean, and the church bells ringing through the frosty 
air. 

How long was it since she had a Christmas at home? 
Miss Parrot did not bother about remembering that, 
because, if she did so, it brought her up against the fact 
that she was over forty, and she did not believe it. In 
her own mind she was still the girl who had worn a 
sprigged silk blouse and a buckram belt with a silver 
buckle, and a turned-up pigtail with a wide bow. The 
girl Alec Firth had proposed to in the vicarage study, 
when she had a cold and did not go to Evensong. Friar’s 
balsam, and Turkish delight, thought Miss Parrot. The 
one in a white tin jug, the other in a round wood box, 
thoughtfully brought by Alec, because it was good for 
sore throats. 
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pasty, before you try it, she warns. 
She doesn’t have to worry about 
her eyes because she’s been bath- 
ing them in a simple eye lotion for 
years. Their sparkle and clarity 
are natural. So just a touch of 
shadow, a bit of mascara is 
enough, Her hair isn’t a problem 
either. Because she’s been brush- 
ing it every night since she was a ee 
child, and keeping it silky with oil (Left to right). For dressy dinner and evening, the 
shampoos. It’s washed weekly and a young sophisticate wears a sculptured headdress 
oiled when it shows a tendency to ; of shimmering gold kidskin and matching gloves. 
. ” By courtesy Lilly Dache. Young girl using Night and 
Day Looking Glass Lipstick in making up. Courtesy 


dryness. She does it simply with *y 
tiny bows or flowers. She likes to ie Elizabeth Arden. Mitzi Green, of stage and screen. 


leave those dramatic ostrich 
plumes and jewelled headdresses 


to older women. a ici al 
A Make-Up Formula—Fa- a s , , mh By CAROLYN DAMON 


mous # Continued on page 6/ 
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S UP to you whether you’re a knockout or a dud 
in that gay, mad Christmas-to-New-Year’s whirl. 
And the whole thing will be settled right in your own 

room, before your own mirror, with not a man in sight. 
Belles and wallflowers are made before the band strikes 
up and the first dance begins. You can set your own 
pace in the important hour or two before the Man of 
the Moment arrives to take you out. 

So Mitzi Green says. Remember the clever but not 
very beautiful little girl of the movies who used to make 
faces and cause general mayhem wherever she went? 
Well, she’s grown up. She’s seventeen—and beautiful, 
as you can see by the photograph. For more than a year 
New York has acclaimed her as the smartest, most 
attractive, yet most unspoiled young modern of the 
year. She’s the star of the Broadway success, “ Babes 
in Arms,” and will begin making grown-up movies soon. 

She doesn’t think there are such things as permanent 
wallflowers. There are just shy, unpoised girls who 
haven’t learned how to get around socially yet, and 





badly dressed girls who are conscious of it, and badly 
made-up girls who need advice on their cosmetics. And 
then, again, there are girls who don’t know how to get 
into a party mood, Perhaps that’s the biggest reason 
of all. 

Famous stylists specializing in gay, young clothes for 
teen-age butterflies, agree with her. So do well-known 
beauty specialists and cosmeticians. 

I asked a lot of them how to get ready for a party. 
How to get ready so that you’d have the grandest time 
in the world. 

Mitzi Green says she likes informal parties, so that’s 
what she goes to mostly. She thinks a woman in her 
thirties gets more pleasure out of a really elegant “do” 
than the girl in her teens. 

That’s one reason why she doesn’t shriek about going 
to the most exclusive, adult sort of places of entertain- 
ment. Another is that she likes to go about with boys 
her own age, and she knows they often have to work 
hard for their money and dollars count. 
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“If you really like being with a person, it doesn’t 
matter especially where you go, does it?” she says, 
smiling. “‘And I like to be with people I like, if you 
know what I mean.” 

I guess you know, don’t you? 

When Mitzi’s going to a party, she tries to get home 
early enough beforehand to have a little rest. She likes 
to allow a full hour and a half to dress, It’s important 
not to have to rush. 

Aside from cleansing, she doesn’t have to worry about 
her skin. Riding and tennis and golf and dancing keep 
it fresh, But she cleanses it thoroughly morning and 
night, and gets it extra clean before a party. Then she 
uses a light cream under her make-up. And that’s light, 
too. A lot looks silly on young girls, she thinks. She 
uses a little powder, a bit of rouge, and just enough lip- 
stick and eye make-up to add an extra festive look, 

She thinks the bit of rouge important. A lot of young 
girls have an idea they’re striking with lipstick and 
powder, and no rouge. Be sure you are, and not just 
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called throwing away her gift. 
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herself with cocoanut 
oil by the pool. “You 
can’t go back,” she 
cried, sittingupstraight. 
“We need you here. 
Phil needs you. We all 
need you. What on 
earth do you want to 
go back for?” 

“To have a row,” 
said Lisa. 

“They'll suck you 
into this play they’re 
putting on,” Phil said. 
“Old White’s been try- 
ing to give you a part, 
Lisa. Watch your 
step.” 

“A part!” Pauline 
shrieked. “Lisa work- 
ing!” she cried in tones 
of abhorrence. She 
could not understand 
such an old-fashioned 
attitude. Certainly un- 
til now working as a 
means of livelihood had 
not entered into her 
daily experience, nor 
that of Lisa, and now 
that it had been sug- 
gested it sounded 
insane. 

“T won’t do that,” 
said Lisa calmly. 

“T should hope not!” 
Pauline splashed the 
oil about. Of course 
everyone knew that 
Lisa had inherited 
talent as well as beauty 
from her mother and 
her grandmother, that 
she had taken leads in 
the school plays and 
had even worked a 
season with her mother. 
But Lisa was not meant 
to be an actress. The 
stage had no glamor for 
her, she had seen 
enough of that with 
Angelica. “I should hope not!” Pauline repeated. Lisa 
could marry any number of eligible men, particularly 
Phil. That was the thing for her to do. Lisa belonged, 
properly, to their crowd. Her role in life was to flit from 
summer resort to winter resort having a marvellous 
time with smart persons in a smart way, and New York 
in December, with everyone about to leave, was cer- 
tainly no fun. 

“1 think she wants to see Ansel Hammit,” Phil said. 
“Do you long to see Hammit, Lisa?” 

“Don’t be quaint,” said Lisa wearily. She stirred 
restlessly and laid her hands across her eyes. It had 
been about the theatre that she had quarrelled with 
Ansel. He was the junior partner of the theatrical 
producing firm of Hammit and White, and now, with 
Mr. White ill, he was the firm. He, too, like her mother, 
like old Mr. White, had the theatre in his veins. He 
lived for it, he loved it, he despised her for what he 
He had said there were 
traditions for her to live up to How silly! All her 
life she had heard nothing but theatre. She was sick of 
it. It meant nothing to her. 

“ And Ansel means nothing to me now,” she told her- 
self fiercely, had been telling herself all these weeks. 
“Nothing. I simply had a bad case of puppy love.” 
All the time she had been growing up she had worshipped 
Ansel. It was like a dream when she came back from 
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They say women are illogical . . . but why is it that 
every man in love will struggle ferociously to reform 
the girl he wants .. . and then will love her only 


her English school and found that he loved her too. 
Then it had seemed to them both that love was the only 
thing in the world that mattered two hoots. She bit her 
lip when she thought about that, for soon Ansel had 
been taken into the firm to succeed his father and it was 
when she refused to have anything to do with the 
theatre that the quarrels had begun. Fierce quarrels, 
raging, when he told her she was no good, that she was 
trivial and of no account. They had broken everything 
off and she had come down here with the Gliddens to 
make a new life for herself all pleasure and excitement. 

It was all wonderful, and yet there was always the 
strangest sense of desolation in her heart. “It isn’t 
Ansel I’m mourning,” she told herself, “it’s all my 
childhood, and the part of me that went into caring 
then.” And at those times she would dance, she would 
swim, she would let Phil make love to her, she would 
keep going all day and half the night too, so that the 
hours of remembering were cut down to the minimum. 
“It’s beautiful here, I’m loving it,” she would say. She 
would think only of that and never once tell herself that 
what she-was mourning was lost, lost beauty. 

She lay there, her face turned up to the sun and Phil 
raised his head to look at her. She looked so enchanting 
in her white bathing suit—like a doll made out of 
coffee-colored paper. 

“Don’t go back,” he said. “This whole theory leaves 
me cold.” 

“They say I’m broke.” 

“Rats,” said Pauline. She couldn’t see the point, an 
incredible income having lifted her clear of the ineluc- 
table workings of economic law. 

“We've all been broke,” Phil said, turning his back 
to get it tanned. “If you don’t remember the month of 
October, *twenty-nine, | do.” 

“Oh, do shut up,” Lisa said. She knew all about that 
—the same old story, the Hennings down to their last 
million. 

“I think you want to go back and 
work for Ansel,” he said. Well, if she 
did, he was not the man to stop her. 
“It’s a good gag,” he said. In their 
world it was a sporting duty to go in 
for gags. And for exploits one could 
always count on Lisa. She had what it 
takes. She had got that from her 
mother, who had instructed her from 
the beginning that the world is out to 
thwart the artistic temperament and 
that it became one’s business in life to 
keep that temperament intact. 

“T’ve no intention of working for 
anyone,” said Lisa. “But I’m going 
back.” 

“‘Have it your own way,” he sighed. 
**But come back almost at once. I pine 
and languish when you’re not around.” 
But he wasn’t concerned, really. 
Plenty of time for everything. He was 
too lazy, too spoiled to press things. 
He had grown up in the belief that if it 
should happen to catch his fancy to 
have the moon for a polo ball he had 
only to demand it for the moon to come 
tumbling down. He expected to marry 
Lisa all in good time when they both 
got round to it, and he had no doubt 
that she was pleased and proud about 
it. And there he certainly had prece- 
dent to go on. Women usually found 
his company and millions acceptable. 


““!’LL BE back in a day or two,” Lisa 
assured him as he put her on the plane, 
the next morning. And when she 
arrived she went straight to Broadway, 
to the office above the Angelica Gould 
Theatre. Old Mr. White was not there 
of course. But Ansel Hammit was. He 


Rehearsals started and 
Lisa worked grimly. 


for her faults? Lisa knew the answer to that... 


was sitting at his desk, looking unconscious, looking 
calm, worst of all looking handsome. Lisa’s heart con- 
tracted when she saw how handsome he was. 

“Lisa, how nice.” He rose in his leisurely way, so 
darned polite, treating her with that grave, cutting 
courtesy of his which was worse than rudeness. That 
was how he had been treating her ever since they had 
parted, never to meet again. Ever since she had refused 
the role in“ Advice Needed.” It was the way he treated 
the members of the cast when they went into a tantrum, 
as if he made allowances for the artistic temperament, 
but didn’t think much of it. 

“Hello, Ansel.”” She leaned against the door, her 
honey-colored hair pointed back under her ridiculous 
hat, her eyes like blue flags. 

“*You’re looking well with all that tan,” he said. “I’ve 
been admiring you in the rotos, and people coming back 
talk about you, which is to say the cheering sections are 
pretty crowded.” 

She ignored that. “I loathed coming back,” she said 
in her trained, lovely voice, that voice so sweet and clear 
and so identical with her beauty. 

“Staying long?” 

“No. I’m sailing next week with the Gliddens and 
Phil Henning on his yacht.” 

“A choice crowd.” 

“But not,” she said swectly, “stuffed shirts.” 

“Mrs. Glidden had her fourth divorce yet?” 

“Is that your affair?” 

“You're right it isn’t. Thank heaven!” 

“Then why speak of it?” she asked. “It bores mé to 
hear you talk of them. I’m bored at having the same 
beautiful views of life pointed out to me every time I 
come near you. It didn’t amuse me after the fi ” 

“‘Have you come back to tell me that? I’m flat . 

“I know Mr. White is ill. I came back to see Miss 
Klein, can she see me now?” Continued on page 56 
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It was all wonderful—and yet there was always the 
strangest sense of desolation in her heart. 


ISA GOULD was in Bermuda having a wonderful 
time taking various scalps when the cheques from 
old Mr. White stopped coming. Ever since her 

mother’s death he had been telling her that her affairs 
were in bad shape but she hadn’t paid any attention. 
The whole thing bored her. She had been accustomed 
to those periods in her famous mother’s life when a play 
had flopped and that dazzling, mad actress, Angelica 
Gould, would wail, “‘ Now we’re flat, Lisa. Completely 
flat, Lisa. There’s nothing to do but to economize.” 
But there never had been a time when things had not 
worked out all right, when there were not the usual 
extravagances, when they had ever really stopped to 
think about money. 

That was how it was now, Lisa said. But Mr. White 
had had a stroke, and his office paid no attention to her 
demands for money. 

“There’s nothing to do but go to New York and have 
it out with his secretary,” she told Phil Henning who was 
her latest scalp and who wanted to make that scalping 
permanent. “I'll fly back,” she said. “Tomorrow.” 

“No, you won’t,” Phil said lazily, looking at her 
admiringly through his long narrow eyes. “‘Not tomor- 
row nor next day. Why worry? I never worry.” 

Pauline Glidden, Lisa’s hostess and the most spec- 
tacularly married of all her school friends, was rubbing 
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HER OPINIONS 

1. Does she think life begins at forty? 

2. Would she excuse a husband beating 
his wife if she refused to get his 
meals? 

3. Is she in favor of censoring news- 
papers? 

4. Does she think kidnapping a worse 
crime than murder? 

5. Does she think it should be easier to 
get a divorce? 

HER CHILDREN 

6. Does she think you are too lenient with 
the children? 

7. Would she have more children if you 
had more money? 

8. Does she hope her son will follow in his 
father’s footsteps? 

9. Does she think obedience is a sign of 
love? 

10. Does she think every girl should be 
taught to earn her own living? 

HERSELF 

11. Does she wear size ten stockings? 

12. Is she a better car driver than you 
are? 

13. Would she like to get a little drunk 
sometimes if no one knew about it? 

14. Does she like flirting just a little with 
other men? 

15. Has she ever written to a movie actor? 

HER HUSBAND 

16. Would she like to be the family banker 
handling all your salary? 

17. Would she prefer a holiday alone with 
you to a gay time at a society 
resort? 

18. Would she think you distinguished if 
you wore a mustache? 

19. Does she think you should be more 
polite to other women than you are 
to her? 

20. Does she wish you still to act just as 


STYLE 

21. Does she think fat men should wear 
corsets? 

22. Would she like men to wear brighter 
clothes? 

23. Does she think modern hairdressing is 
unbecoming? 

24. Does she believe ladies should wear 
gloves when they go out? 

25. Does she think wedding rings should be 
gold rather than platinum in 
appearance? 


byay 
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DREAMS 


26. Has she dreams of being an actress? 

27. Would she like you to go to church 
more often? 

28. Would she rather be a duchess than a 
millionairess? 

29. Would she like to be presented at 
court? 

30. Would she like you to give her lingerie 
for her next birthday present? 


MORALS 


31. Does she always tell the truth about 
her age? 

32. When shopping, does she think the 
customer is always right? 

33. Would she smuggle just a small article 
into the country if she could? 

34. Does she think a white lie is all right if 
it helps somebody? 

35. Does she think a little gossip does no 
harm? 


CITIZENSHIP 


36. Does she think chain stores good for 
the community? 

37. Does she believe the rebels in the right 
in Spain? 

38. If war must come would she wish her 
children to serve? 

39. Does she read the paper every day? 

40. Will she buy a foreign-made article at 
98 cents rather than a Canadian- 
made article at 99 cents? 


WOMEN 


41. Would she like to see a woman Prime 
Minister of Canada? 

42. Does she think a man should give up 
his seat in a streetcar to a young 
woman? 

43. Does she think it worse for women to 
swear than for men? 

44, Does she believe that the female of the 
species is more deadly than the 
male? 

45. Does she think women make as good 
doctors as men? 


ET CETERA 


46. Does she think boxing a brutal sport? 

47. Does she prefer love stories to detective 
stories? 

48. Does she think good clothes more im- 
portant than good grammar at a 
social function? 

49. Does she prefer a man to smoke a pipe 
rather than a cigarette? 

50. Is Chatelaine her favorite magazine? 
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prin that you aay eae ‘your husband—if you have reached 
q. -the place ' where you confide to your bosom friends thet you know your 
b man like a book—then beware! ~ 

The | next step is boredom! The step ‘ies thefts a ioeidition of mutual 
nagging, known to the lawyers as mental incompatibility. You may soon 
be wishing for the diverts court,-or else be resigned. to a life of permanent 
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full-bodied honest-to-goodness flavor and friend- 

an empty feeling that tells me I’m really __liness to it that warms a man—makes him sit back 
wenee: .. give me a piping-hot plateful of good —_ contented knowing that his home is the best place 
nourishing vegetable soup every time. And what __ in the world. 

. + oe 

a vegetable soup this is! And for children. .. well, just think of the nourish- 
No wonder men like Campbell’s Vegetable Soup. _—_—s ment in those 15 different vegetables and that good 
It’s a soup for vigorous men—rich with the deep _ beef-stock! Campbell’s Vegetable Soup is grand for 
goodness of true beef-stock. Generous with its children. And it brings such flattering praise from the 
quantities of tender garden vegetables. There’s a whole family that housewives love to serve it often! 


Look for the — > 
Bein: Whi ia cla Oc ’ ian | 
abe eS, 1 + Good Camphell’s Bomp. 
yy Vegetable Soup es ion 
Z The strength and vim 


HEN I get home after a hard day, and have 


CONTAINING 15 GARDEN VEGETABLES PLUS RICH BEEF STOCK For winning through! 
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MADE IN CANADA BY THE CAMPBELL SOUP COMP 
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cess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret, though not 
able to do their lessons together, can now share most 
of their amusements. 

Next to “Please tell me a story,” and “I don’t want 
to go to bed,” “ May I dress up?” is probably the phrase 
most frequently heard on the lips of children. Certainly 
these words were very often heard at 145, Piccadilly, 
and.doubtless they now echo through the north wing of 
Buckingham Palace. 

Both the Princesses love acting and often get entirely 
carried away by their parts. They appreciate an audi- 
ence, but can be quite content without one. Like most 
small children, Princess Margaret loves to assume a 
rolling gait and a bass voice, and swagger round the 


[: SPITE of the four years gap between them, Prin- 


room in the guise of a fierce 
warrior, brigand or pirate. 
Completely losing herself 
in her part, she is quite 
oblivious of the incongru- 
ity so entertaining to 
onlookers, who are de- 
lighted by the tinklings of 
a voice that is trying so 
hard to be terrible and the 
would-be ferocity of an 
elfin face, while the little 
actress blusters about, 
glaring with eyes hope- 
lessly round, frowning 
with a forehead utterly 
smooth, and crinkling her 
‘tiny nose as she clenches 
a dimpled fist and stamps 
with a foot as light as a 
leaf. 

Besides these fierce dra- 
matizations common to 
nearly all children, Prin- 
cess Margaret has always 
delighted her family by her 
really remarkable talent 
for personal mimicry, es- 
pecially of the mannerisms 
of her elders. 


only just three, she asked 
where her father— 
“Papa,” as she always 
calls him—was that after- 





noon, and, when told, 
sent her informant 
into convulsions of 
laughter by putting 
up her hand to her 
brow in a mock af- 
fected old lady’s man- 
ner and exclaiming 
with a heavy sigh: 
“Oh, dear! Oh, dear! My memory!” 

Besides impersonations, charades and dumb crambo, 
Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret revel in nearly 
all the old games which have delighted so many genefa- 
tions of childs@h. Hide and seek—both in and out of 
doors~sardines, hopscotch, flags, etc.; and, among more 

wt 


Majesty himself. 


One day, when she was - 


Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret 
Rose stop for a moment's breathing 
space—they love the old games like 
hopscotch and hide and seek. Chate- 
laine is indebted to the King for the 
loan of these snapshots taken by His 
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sedentary pursuits (though nofiursuit in which Princess 
Margaret takes a part can ‘be strictly described as 
sedentary) they love Happy Families, Animal Grab, 
Old Maid, and that frenzied contest called Demon 
Pounce, which, someone said, when played by this pair 
of Princesses, ought to be renamed Cherub Pounce. 

Princess Elizabeth is, by the way, in my experience 
the only player, old or young, whose natural good man- 
ners can survive the fever and fret of this very unfriend- 
ly game. Several times she actually apologized for 
putting a card down in front of me, and even offered to 
remove hers in favor of mine. But she could afford to be 
gracious. She won the game. 

Princess Margaret, though very nimble at Demon 
Pounce, is not an entirely stoical player. Her blue eyes 
look as if they must fall out from the tension of the 
scurry. Her gentle complaint: “‘ Everyone keeps rattling 
and clashing their cards out, and I find it rather 
aggravating,” was perhaps rather an understatement 
of her feelings. 

In spite of the welcome opportunity it gives her to 
make her pretty face as ugly as possible, the game at 
which she is adorably unsuccessful is the one in which, 
however funny a grimace your opponent pulls, you must 
not even smile—let alone laugh. Princess Margaret 
grows pinker every moment, until at last tears of sup- 
pressed merriment burst from her eyes, and peals of 
laughter escape and echo through the room. 

Whatever game she is playing, her amazingly mobile 
face registers the whole range of emotions. I see none of 
the signs of a potentially good poker player. 


* * * 


A REMARKABLY active child, Princess Elizabeth is 
ar accomplished and fearless tree-climber, and excels at 
all gymnastics, especially the high jump. I have 
watched her bounding like a young stag over a rope 
held at a height which several contemporaries— 
some of them boys—shamefacedly but firmly 
declined to attempt. 
She is particularly pleased at having been 
awarded a swimming medal from the Bath Club. 
“Can you swim like a fish?” I asked her when 
she showed me this trophy proudly pinned to her 
jersey. 
“Getting on,” she answered. “But Margaret 
Rose is more like a limpet than a fish. She will cling 
to the side of the swimming bath!” 

The alleged “limpet” was not in the room when 
this imputation was made, so I do not know 
whether she would have pleaded guilty to the 
charge. Anyhow, she can now swim eight, what 
she calls “‘ proper strokes,” meaning good slow ones, 
or twenty “fussy little ones.”” | do not know which 
alternative she more often chooses. 

Princess Elizabeth is now becoming an expert 
diver, and will soon acquire a medal for life-saving. 

Fortunately for themselves, and for others, both 
the King’s daughters love reading. Princess Eliza- 
beth keeps a record of all that she reads entered in 
a book bought for this purpose. Here are some of 
the entries: 


, 


“Stories from the Odyssey”; “Alice in Wonder- 
land,” Lewis Carroll; “The Rose and the Ring,” W. M. 
Thackeray; “Goblin Market,” Christina Rossetti; 
“Children of the New Forest,” ptain Marryat; 
“Little Women,” L. M. Alcott; “Dogs of To-day,” H. 
Cox; “Us,” Mrs. + Cotttinued on page 52 
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A woman screamed horribly. Mrs. Howa 


Fi vena This Marcelle. She’d married him 
years ago, and they’d got a divorce. She married 
someone else; but the second husband died, or 
ran away, or something of the sort. Anyhow, she 
wanted Robinson back again. He didn’t like her, but he 
didn’t want to tell her that. Courteous sort of guy. He 
stalled. He said his health wasn’t good. That was why 
he thought up those heart attacks. For a while Marcelle 
believed him, but when she began snooping—which she 
did—she found out about you. It seems that everybody 
knew he’d taken you out to lunch, and so on. She’d been 


rd stood flattened against the wa 


ll staring in terror. 


spying on you—following you for some time. She told 
Robinson she’d make a scandal. That’s why he wrote 
that letter. He’d feebly threatened her with lawyers. 
But he knew, and she knew, he’d never go to law.” 

“Was she a ‘detective’?” 

“Lord, no! She simply said that. She found out 
that you were coming here, and she came after you. 
Robinson thinks that she meant to have a simply 
terrific scene with you.” 

“And she was murdered . . .” said Victoria 
could it be?” 


“Who 


e 1T 
———— 


Who Aske 


for Trouble 


“] don’t know. Of course, anyone could have walked 
in here and killed her. But there’d have to be some 
reason, some motive.” 

“No,” said Victoria. 

“But, my dear child, no sane person—-” 

“That’s just what I was thinking. Lottie and 
Marcelle . . . There couldn’t be two separate murderers 
in a little place like this. The same person must have 
killed them both. And that’s not sane. There’s not a 
motive that could possibly apply to both of them. It 
must—George! Wait!” 

“Ves?” 

“T’ve just remembered . . . Mrs. Howard said the 
cook wanted to leave. George! Suppose the cook’s a 
maniac?” 

“Well,” said Petrie, frowning, “I suppose that’s 
possible. But somehow—” 


A WOMAN screamed, horribly. 

“Stay where you are!” cried Petrie, and jumped up, 
went to the door. Victoria was there as soon as he. “Go 
back!” he said. 

Victoria gave him a terrified smile, and went with 
him. At the end of the corridor, Mrs. Howard ‘stood 
flattened against the wall, staring down at the dead rat. 

“Who yelled?” asked Grimes, running down the 
stairs. 

“I—did . . .” said Mrs. Howard. 

“Why?” 

“Look!” she said, tremulously. 

Grimes looked at the rat. 

“Yes,” he said. “ But I want to know why you yelled.” 

“That rat...” 

“Who did you see in the hall?” 

“Nobody. It’s—” 

“No, ma’am,” said Grimes, briefly. “‘ Nobody’d yell 
like that just for a dead rat.” 

“Yes they would,” said Victoria. She was not very 
fond of Mrs. Howard, but she was sorry for her. 

Grimes looked at her with great disapproval, and 
bent to examine the rat. 

“Poisoned,” he observed. “Generally, they’ll run out 
of the house. Who puts the poison around?” 

“T—I do,” said Mrs. Howard. “ But they always just 
—-disappear.” 

“What d’you use?” 

“It’s called—Rat-o-Cide . . .” 

““That’s quick acting,” said Grimes. “‘We tried that 
at the station, and it was too quick. The rats died in the 
walls. You use that out in your factory, don’t you, 
Mr. Petrie?” 

“We do,” said Petrie. “That fact was brought out 
rather emphatically when you arrested me before.” 

He stood leaning against the wall in an easy attitude; 
he spoke nonchalantly. But there was an indefinable 
tenseness about him, a look of strain, rigidly controlled. 
Victoria knew what it was like to be questioned; bad 
enough for her, but how much worse for him who had 
already been publicly suspected, who had been in 
prison. 

Inspector Grimes had his tunic on now; he stood near 
Mrs. Howard, heavy-shouldered, blank-eyed, towering 
above her. 

“He means business,” thought Victoria. 

“While we're all here,” he said. “I'd like to check up 


on times. We've been # Continued on page 76 





TREAT FOR YOUR EYES... a thrill for your taste, and 

from the first to the last delicious spoonful of 
Lushus Strawberry Jelly Dessert, the flavour is so true— 
so natural and refreshing—you'll think you're eating the 
actual fruit itself. 


Lushus 4as what no other jelly dessert can have—the 
exclusive “Flavour Bud”’. It seals in all the rich flavour of 
fresh, juicy sun-ripened fruit. It cannot fade or become 
weaker, because it’s sealed in the air-tight Flavour Bud. 
And, when you prepare Lushus Jelly—all the doubke-rich, 
concentrated fruit flavour is there to spread through and 
through the wholesome jelly ! 


Lushus is easy to prepare. Just dissolve the contents of the 
Lushus package in boiling water and pour it into a jelly 
mould. The glorious garnish for the Strawberry dessert 
pictured above is also easy to make. Here is the recipe: 


AND GLORIOUS TO EAT 


» » ® 


114 cups fruit sugar. 44 teaspoon salt. 4 cup light corn 
syrup. 1 teaspoon vanilla. 4 cup water. 1 egg white 
beaten with 1 tablespoon sugar. Place fruit sugar, salt, 
corn syrup and water in saucepan and boil (238°) or 
until mixture forms a soft ball when tested in cold water. 
Beat the egg white with the 1 tablespoon sugar until 
thick but not stiff. Add the hot syrup slowly, beating 
thoroughly until mixture will hold its shape. Add vanilla. 
When cold, pile this mixture around the base of the 
unmoulded jelly. Decorate with finely cut green cherries. 


Your grocer always has a supply of Lushus—and you have 
seven grand, rich flavours to choose from: Strawberry, 
Raspberry, Cherry, Pineapple, Orange, Lemon and Lime. 


Try it today. Enjoy it often. Keep a few packages 
always in the house for everyday use or entertaining 
emergencies. 
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Americas most active burnersof — 
food energy are al if again ? 


* Made in Canada 
from best Canadian ; 
hard wheat. Never sold j 
loose in bags . . . only 

in this box. 
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e. Better 


call them “incendiaries”’, the 

> way little youngsters burn 

up precious food energy. They 
daily use up more of it for their size than 
‘grown-ups do. Each new morning finds 
» them with their supply pretty well 
dwindled. That’s what makes right break- “ 


=~" fasts tremendously important for them... and 
, Cream of Wheat so much in demand. " 
um-m-m!”’ says the youngest set 


... and downs 3!% million steaming 


bowls of Cream of Wheat daily. This 
M grand cereal is digested rapidly, and 
uscle-building protein leaves no logy feeling. Digestion 


begins in the mouth. 
That tempting flavor 
comes from the best 
Canadian hard wheat, , 
sun-ripened in the 
most favored 
growing areas. It is a 
then heat-treated and blended accord [7 @ 
ing to a formula proved by 42 years. 
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| cost, 


Actually % cent pays for 

a generous serving of Cream of 
Wheat. This cereal cooks up to 6 

times its original volume, so that 
each large package produces over 50 
handsome helpings. Serve all the fam- 
ily Cream of Wheat. Order now—in 
-—’ boxes sealed against contamination. 


is supplied by hot Cream 

of Wheat. But far more impor- 
tantis the abundant quick food 
energy this cereal gives for 

play and work and growth. Your 
own doctor will undoubtedly 

tell you that. And as part of an 

adequate diet, Cream of 

Wheat also helps promote 












steady eight guns suvenwaret /V’m. 4. Rogers Al heavy silver plate, made by Oneida, Lid. See offer on Cream of Wheat package. The Cream of Wheat Corporation, Winnipeg. 
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Christmas Melody 


Continued from page 9 


she slipped off her oxfords and started 
up. She was almost to the top of the 
steep flight when the music began to 
penetrate her consciousness. 

“G-A—G-E—G-A—G-E.” Slowly, 
painstakingly, “Silent Night, Holy 
Night,” with one finger her mother was 
picking out the melody. Thora could 
imagine her leaning over, trying to 
co-ordinate the notes in the book with 
the keys of the piano, with that same 
eager, yet hesitant look she had worn 
when she studied Thora’s spelling 
book. Piecing out a little tune. A 
Christmas song. Suddenly she re- 
membered her mother’s words, “‘Oh, 
Thora, I thought if you would take 
lessons you could teach me. If I could 
only play a few simple little things—a 
hymn or two.” 

“Silent Night, Holy Night,” the 
words were being sung now in Swedish, 
haltingly, slowly, as her voice waited 
for her fingers, but the carol throbbed 
through the house with a poignant 
pathetic sweetness that stabbed 
through Thora with sharp awareness. 

Standing there she felt a tremendous 
guilt—a feeling she had come upon 
something she had no right to hear. It 
was as if she was eavesdropping, 
trespassing upon ground too holy for 
her feet. In a rush of awakening all the 
inner yearning, the hidden heartbreak 
of her mother was made known to 
Thora. 

As distinctly as if it was yesterday 
she recalled the day Hilma had taken 
her from the Home. She was looking 
up again at the glowing softness of 
Hilma’s cheeks, the crown of brown 
hair above her calm brow. Wondering 
again childishly if the angels were half 
as beautiful as this new mother of hers. 
She thought of the little boy who had 
been gone two years when Hilma 
brought her home. She remembered 
the man who was Hilma’s husband 
and who had so silently regarded her as 
she stood pressed close to Hilma’s side. 
The man she was to come to know as 
father. She had a clear recollection of 
Hilma saying in a voice that had 
trembled, “This is our new little girl, 
Anton.” 

And the man had said, “I don’t like 
it. I don’t like it. She can’t take his 
place.” 

“No, Anton, no one can ever do 
that,” and the room was so quiet the 
ticking of the clock had sounded ever 
so loud. “A boy I could never have 
taken.” And then in a cry that seemed 
to be torn from her heart she had said, 
“T’m lonely—we’re both lonely. It will 
help us to help this little one. She 
needs us. She will bring us sunshine 
and happiness—and we can give her 
love.” 

Until now she had never really 
thought about bringing them any- 
thing—she had just taken. “We can 
give her love.” Oh, how richly her 
mother had made that come true. The 
man, her father, had always been 
reserved and aloof. But sometimes 
Thora had surprised a faint look of 
pride when her grades were higher than 
her classmates’- or when she was to 
recite or take part in a program. Only 
lately his mouth had tightened and his 
face grown dark whenever she was 
near. 
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Be Young in Yellow 


A new Sweater to knit 


Dark blue touches 


Materials: 12 ozs. of yellow wool and 
V6 oz. of blue; a pair of No. 8 needles, 
and 2 small buttons. 

Measurements: Length from shoul- 
der, 20 ins; length of sleeve seam, 1714 
ins; width all-round below armholes, 
27 ins. (Unstretched—to fit a 32-34 
bust.) 

Tension: 7 sts and 8 rows to 1 inch 
over the ribbing. 

Abbreviations: K—knit; P—purl; 
sts — stitches; ins. — inches; dec. — 
decrease; inc.—increase; beg.—begin- 
ning; fin.—finishing; de—double cro- 
chet; ms-st—moss st; gt-st—garter st; 
st-st—stocking st. 


THE BACK 


Begin at the lower edge. Cast on 
102 sts and work in K2, P3, rib 
throughout. (The rows on the wrong 
side will be K3, P2.) When 6 ins have 
been worked, inc. 1 st at both ends of 
the next row and then of every 8th 
row following until there are 114 sts. 
Continue without inc, until work 
measures 1314 ins from beg., then shape 
the armholes. 

The Armbole Shaping. Cast off 3 sts 
at the beg. of the next 6 rows, then dec. 
1 st at beg. of every row until there are 
82 sts. Continue without further dec. 
until work mcasures 20 ins then cast 


off, 


for yourself this winter. 
add a striking note. 


THE FRONT 


Cast on 112 sts and work in same rib 
as for back. When work measures 314 
ins from beg., inc 1 st at both ends of 
next row and every 8th row following 
until there are 124 sts. 

Continue without inc. until work 
measures 1314 ins, then shape the 
armholes. 

The Armbole Shaping. Cast off 3 sts 
at beg. of next 6 rows, then dec. 1 st, at 
beg. of every row until there are 98 sts. 
Now change to yoke pattern after a 
row on the wrong side. 

1st row—Ms-st 29 X K2, P3. Rep. 
from X 7 times more, then ms-st 29. 
2nd row—Ms-st 29 X K3, P2. Rep. 
from X 7 times more then ms-st 29. 
Rep. these 2 rows twice more. 7th row 
—K31, X P3, K2. Rep. from X 6 times 
more, P3, K29. 8th row—P29 X K3, P2. 
Rep. from X 6 times more K31. Now 
divide for front opening as follows: 

9th row—K31 X P3, K2. Rep. from 
X twice more then P2, P2 tog. turn. 
(Put the other sts on a spare needle.) 
10th row—X K3, P2. Rep. from X 3 
times then K to end. 11th row—P29 X 
K2, P3. Rep. from X to end. 12th row 
—X K3, P2. Rep. from X twice more, 
then K3, and P to end. Now continue, 

‘ keeping the centre 20 sts in the K2, P3 
rib all the time, and carefully working 
the other # Continued on page 86 
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It was the way she had been acting. 


Going with Lola and that crowd. Oh, 


8 how could she have done and said 


mother a dumb Swede? 
clenched and a sick revulsion swept 
over her. 
there—that 
scolding her, never nagging at her 
father for his silence. Never complain- 
ing because she went nowhere. 
making the best of things and trying to 
make them both happy. And now this 
precious secret—this longing for a little 
knowledge of music, hoping against 
hope her little adopted daughter would 
take lessons. 


happiness. 
the stairs and her hot little hands 
crumpled and uncrumpled her hand- 
kerchief. 
she heard another sound—like feet 
shuffling in the kitchen—then there 
was only silence. 


Child.” 
trifle at the word child and Thora’s 
chest tightened. 
hadn’t loved her so—trusted her. Her 
soul cringed as she thought of the night 
she had sneaked out with Lola and met 
those boys. She had been frightened 
and pulled back, but Lola had urged 
her on. 
prude. She hadn’t stayed long. She’d 
broken away from them as soon as she 
could and raced home in the fall dark- 
ness, thankful beyond anything to 
come into the warm, clean old house 
that was home. 
quietly reading and her mother sewing. 
To have escaped somehow that sinister 
dark something that hovered about 
Lola and her gang. 


some of the things she had? Things 
she would die to have them know 
about. Smoking in Lola’s room, listen- 
ing to stories—her little face flamed in 
remembrance of them and it seemed 
that a heavy hand had been laid on 
her heart. 


How could she have let Lola call her 
Her hands 


That gentle voice down 


heart so great—never 


Just 


“She will bring us sunshine and 
” Thora dropped down on 


For a moment she thought 


“Allis calm, Allis bright, 
“Round yon Virgin, Mother and 
Her mother’s voice broke a 


If only her mother 


Had called her a sissy—a 


To see her father 


A sudden fierce and passionate 


hatred filled her for them. What did 
they know about her father and 
mother? 
father could carve out of wood. How 
he could charge anything at any store 
in town—only he never did. How her 
mother ironed and baked cookies and 
fluffy cakes to get a little extra spend- 
ing money. Money so Thora could look 
nice like the other girls. How she had 
learned to read and write, poring over 
Thora’s books, so Thora was never 
ashamed to take a note from her 
mother to the teacher. 


What beautiful things her 


Why, there wouldn’t be anything in 


the world if she didn’t have her mother. 
Oh, how could she have been so blind? 
The sky wouldn’t be blue, the birds 
would never sing again—nothing would 
ever be right if she wasn’t there. It was 
a sickening, desolating thought. Oh, if 
it wasn’t too late she would try to get 
back in with the Sanderlin girls and 
that crowd. 
stuffy. 
School. She’d be on the honor roll at 
school. She’d come right home after 
school and help her mother. Iron for 
her—sew quilt blocks. 


The girls Lola called 
She’d go back to Sunday 


The halting notes downstairs went 


on, only now Hilma had turned the 
pages to “Old Black Joe.” 
recently 


She had 
# Continued on page 28 
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Movies in 
COLOUR ? 
Gee!! 


les CHRISTMAS MORNING, and the family has its 
movie camera at last. Now the holiday season, and all 
your trips and vacations, will be made happier than 
ever. You can hardly wait to watch the family thrill to 
the first sight of themselves on the screen. You’re happy 
that now you can make home movies of the children 
that will keep them always just as they are today. 
Ciné-Kodak Eight, a specially designed camera, has 
made it all possible—it brings the delights of movie 
making comfortably within your reach. A 25-foot roll 
of film for Ciné-Kodak Eight runs as long on the screen 


CINE-KODAK EIGHT 








Dont you 








Its wonderful 
— but can 
we afford — 


as 100 feet of amateur standard home movie film— 
gives you 20 to 30 movie scenes, each as long as the 
average scene in the newsreels—yet it costs you only 
$2.60, black-and-white, finished, ready to show. 

And for just a few cents more a scene, you can get 
gorgeous full-colour Kodachrome movies. Simple to 
make as black-and-white; no extra equipment is need- 
ed; the colour is in the film. 

See the thrifty Ciné-Kodak Eight at your dealer’s. 
Ask him to put it through its paces for you. He has 
some great reels to show you. 


Costs only *39.50 —Makes marvelous 
movies at everybody’s price 


In Canada KODAK is the registered trade mark and 
sole property of Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto, 





worry, Mother.. F 
its a Cine- 
Kodak Eight 
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shopping before your husband arrives from the 

office. Men begin to feel injured if they have to 
come home too many times to an empty house. They 
think: “What’s the use? She doesn’t have anything to 
do all day—I should think she could manage it so she 
would be home when I come from work.” Haven’t you 
been glad to see mother when you arrived home weary 
and worn from the office? An empty house is poor 
comfort to weariness and upset nerves. A man looks 
forward to coming home to you—play up to him! You'll 
receive more than you ever give. 

Call to him when he lets himself in. You'll usually 
get a cheery return whistle. He’ll like the idea that you 
are on the watch for him. If you look pretty and fresh, 
he’ll soon let you know how much he loves you. 

Lots of men have strayed away from their own fire- 
side to that of another woman because too many times 
there was nobody at home, anyway—only a note to put 
on the potatoes! 


Po TO be home from parties or matinees or 


Homing Husbands 


There is a doldrum time in the late afternoon when 
men are tired and long for pleasant companionship, 
and a change from the deadly routine. That is the time 
they naturally think of the woman they love, and their 
home, and picture it all in cozy bright colors. It is also 
the time they are liable to slip, whether you think so 
or not. 

It isn’t so hard to look nice if you really make up your 
mind. A fresh make-up and a comb through your 
wave—or just a clean apron over your regular dress will 
help, if you haven’t time to slip into something different 
from what you had on in the morning. No time? Do it 
while the dinner cooks. 


Woes of Working Wives! 
IF YOU are a working wife, =e on 
the empty house problem must dress or hat on an- 
be faced just the same, even if other woman — but 
your work keeps you later than ae . 
his does. 

You may smile and be sure 
that you don’t have to worry 
because John loves you. But 
how long can you be sure? If 
he gets tired and there’s no one 
home—well anything can hap- 
pen in a very short time. 

This brings up the very 
important point of why you 
are working, and that of course 
alters the whole picture. Per- 
haps you are just working to 
have extra money for clothes. 
If that is the reason, look out! 
He’ll resent doing part of your 
work, like having to wash 
dishes or peel potatoes or make 
the beds when he comes home 


Illustrated by Ilse Shank 


Don't jump him when he splashes water on the floor. Be thankful for his desire 


to help—and slip papers under the sink next time. 


. MAN 4yy, 


Coping with the housework - 
slacker, the clothes-fusser, the 


“bringing friend to dinner” type 
ging Y, 
By ANNE B. FISHER, M.D. 


tired, or even if he isn’t tired. At first he won’t say 
anything—but the little boil will be there under the 
skin, and you never can tell when it will come to the 
surface and cause a lot of trouble. There is a deep 
psychological principle involved there: a subconscious 
thing. You are not satisfied with what he can give you. 
That pricks unconsciously if not consciously. He may 
get the notion that he is a failure because he can’t give 
you what you want. Perhaps he thinks you are not 
satisfied to stay at home and do the things he thought 
you would like to do—be a homemaker. 

If you work for the above reasons you can expect 
reverberations, and it will take a lot of clever manoeuvr- 
ing to skip between the troubles. This should have been 
made clear before you were married—and even then men 
will maybe promise, but they soon weary of the home- 
maker off the job. 

Maybe you are working to help, so that you can have 
a little home that much quicker? Be sure that it’s worth 
the sacrifice in contentment! Better to save in other 
ways and hold the little rented apartment together as a 
home, than to work and perhaps find yourself with the 
new house all finely furnished, and your husband weary 
of the struggle of doing two jobs and not having a real 
wife. Something of pride is lost, if a wife takes too much 
on her shoulders; and the effort is not properly appreci- 
ated after a time. A real man wants to work for you 
and be responsible for the home if he can possibly do it. 

When you must go out to business in order to aug- 
ment his income so that you can live together, that is a 
different matter. He should be made to understand that 
you are helping him, and he is expected to roll up his 
sleeves and dig in to help you! The monthly check-up 
is the time to bring up this problem, not when you are 
tired and naggy after a hard day at the office. If things 
are piled up at home, because he isn’t doing his part of 
the home work, just put on some powder and go out toa 
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good meal together, then, when you feel better, suggest 
that you both go home and clean up. While you're 
doing that you can offer a few suggestions about each 
being responsible for the smoothness of the household; 
that you can only do a job and a half, and he must 
help out. 

You shouldn’t have any trouble. Most men are 
fair-minded if you bring up your problems in a fair- 
minded way and talk them out as a business proposition; 
but they get cantankerous when there’s petulance and 
loss of temper, and they become balky as mules. 

Try and manage at least to have the kettle boiling 
and the table set when he comes home. If he smells 
cooking, well, that’s sompin’ else! This goes for the 
non-working wife too. 

You'll see how quickly he will come into the warm 
kitchen and chat with you. He’ll even help you get the 
dinner if you suggest what he can do. 

Perhaps he is awkward and doesn’t put the lettuce on 
the salad plates the way you would do it. Hold your 
tongue, and don’t shove him out of the way with the 
“Oh, sit down I'll do it” sigh. Remember, you may be 
nipping the bud of a lot of future fun and companion- 
ship! Some men take to cooking as a duck takes to 
water. They like to put odd mixtures together and see 
how they taste. It arouses their creative genius to fix 
up something new, and sometimes they turn out to be 
better cooks than their wives! 

If he offers to get supper some night, and just wants 
you to rest and take it easy because you look tired, don’t 
be a martyr and say you’d better do it, or ruin every- 
thing by telling him he uses up too much butter when 
he cooks. 

Lie back on the couch and rest; relax! Don’t get all 
tense wondering what he’s doing, or if he is spilling flour 
all over the place. It won’t take long to clean it up when 
you are rested, and he’s getting a kick out of doing 
something for you. 

Perhaps his meal is a queer 
combination, or maybe you 
don’t like spaghetti cooked 
that way! Eat it and let him 
know how fine you think he is. 
Offer a quiet suggestion about 
J) something that might improve 
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it next time. But whatever you 
do, don’t make fun of him or 
the meal he has cooked. Think 
of your own failures. Some of 
them perhaps went into the 
garbage pail and he never even 
knew about it! He can’t have 
failures without you knowing. 

If he makes a specially good 
chowder, invite the crowd in to 
have some. It will have a tonic 
effect, and prove to him that 
you think he’s really good, if 
you're proud enough of his 
cooking to invite others in to 
share it. He’ll try much harder 
to live up to his reputation as a 
cook, # Continued on page 49 
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CC BRIG wares 


LIL 


— Always an accurate spot without 
focusing with this new Automatic 
Spotlight, just introduced. . $1.75 


— A gift for a Scout —this official 
flashlight, finished in khaki. $2.25 aT, 
If 


A beam of light 2500 feet long! This 
powerful 5-cell flashlight. . $3.75 | Lg 
| i 


—Ideal for doctors or home use, 
ra this Penlight, small enough for 
purse or pocket. bape oe yf 


—tIn the modern manner, this 

brass flashlight with copper fit- ¢(Q) 

P " iJ os . 

IM A at HAT an exciting array of new flashlights | home— powerful three and five cell search-lights 

— Particularly for the great out-of- Eveready presents for Yuletide giving! Designs in for vacation days —Penlights, Automobile h- 

Pee hime ties - colourful copper and brass— in sleek chromiumor lights and Table Models! And every flashlight 

700 foot beam it ae See) nickel—in rich, lustrous black ! There’s an Eveready made with scientific precision by Eveready —leader 

GSE ra er HO Mee angen Wein YR for everyone on your Christmas list— from fun- in this industry for forty years! This Christmas 

at home, this decorative table loving Nancy to sedate Uncle Albert—compacttwo- you can buy DATED Eveready Batteries — the 
cell spotlights for a score of uses in and around the _date-line proves they’re fresh. 


model — a flashlight and night 
oe es EP 
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Tretia dais $2.75 


ALL MODELS COMPLETE 
WITH EVEREADY BATTERIES 


CANADIAN NATIONAL CARBON 
COMPANY, LIMITED 


TORONTO ALWAYS BUY eA a | i | : Lo 
Halifax wed FRESH DATED ‘ ge ra | AS rT A TP H ; 


Montreal Vancouver 
EVEREADY 


—ommees J f)( 77/64 batteries 
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Scenes from the movie, which stars Anna Neagle and Anton Walbrook, show the Coronation, the meet- 
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ing between Victoria and Albert, an argument with her mother, and a vignette from her later life. 


The dramatic life story of a great Queen forms the 
theme of this important British picture. Fictionized 
from the Herbert Wilcox production by R. V. Gery 


twentieth of June last, a couple 
of grave and serious gentlemen 
drove up, between five and six o’clock 

in the morning, to the closed doors of a 

big, red-brick house on what were then 

the western outskirts of London, 
They knocked, and were admitted. 

The staff of servants—who seemed to 
have been up all night, as if awaiting 
something—received them with per- 
turbed alacrity, and a message was 
carried hastily upstairs to the dark- 
ened apartments above. The two 
gentlemen—themselves, it appeared, 
not unaffected by emotion—remained 
waiting in the dim-lit hall at the stair- 
case-foot. 

By-and-by, someone came down, alone. 
It was a girl in a wrapper, just 
aroused from sleep; a short, fresh- 

colored girl of eighteen, with a 

hooked little nose, something of a 
fighting chin, and extremely re- 
markable blue eyes. Her name 
happened to be Victoria Alexan- 

drina, and for some four hours 
now she had been queen of Eng- 
land. She was, perhaps, on 
that summer’s morning a cen- 
tury ago, one of the most 
completely unknown quanti- 

ties in recorded history. 
Consider the surroundings 
of this young woman, whose life 
sequence, beginning eighteen years be- 
fore, was not to end till sixty-three 
years later. Think of the job she took 


\ HUNDRED YEARS ago on the 


over, when the two gentlemen, the Archbishop of 
Canterbury and the Lord Chamberlain of England, 
upon bended knee notified her that William IV lay dead 
in Windsor, 

Victoria Alexandrina took over a position not in itself 
either glorious or popular. The man lying dead at 
Windsor had been known, freely and without particular 
affection, as “Silly Billy.” His brother and predecessor 
had been George IV, whom people had styled “the first 
gentleman of Europe,” and winked with the phrase; 
and whom London’s not overparticular gambling clubs 
had blackballed. Behind George IV came his long-lived 
father—Victoria’s grandfather—mad, hopelessly mad, 
for thirty years. Moreover, they were Germans, all of 
them; still Germans, after a hundred and twenty years 
of the dynasty; the House of Hanover. 

And yet—sixty-three years later, when Victoria, by 
the Grace of God Queen, Empress of India, drifted into 
the shadows at Osborne, eighty-two years of age, full of 
years and honors such as few of the sons or daughters of 
men have attained, she had already grown into a legend, 
given her name to an age, become a portent in history. 
Already that single word “Great” was beginning to be 
linked with her name. 

Why—and how? What qualities had this fresh- 
colored, stubborn-chinned daughter of a queer house 
that took her to that final pinnacle? Who helped her, if 
anyone? Where was the magic? 


SOMETHING of it was displayed immediately, in 
those opening hours in Kensington Palace. For all of 
her eighteen years Victoria, heir-apparent, had been 
dominated, apparently, by her mother, by her maternal 
uncle, Leopold King of the Belgians, by a horde of 
advisers. On that beginning day they swooped on her— 
swooped, and recoiled. “Drina” was taking no orders 
from anyone; she would sleep without her mother, for 
the first time in + Continued on page 39 
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and shortly before two he had turned 
the key in the door and headed home- 
ward. 

It was a grey day and his feet sank 
heavily in the snow. As he came along 
Elm Street he paused in front of the 
little white model home. In a few days 
it would be sold. The merchants had 
donated some of the furnishings and 
the girls from the high school had 
worked there too. A project, they had 
called it. He himself had made some of 
the cupboards and so he had had 
occasion to see the house grow and 
develop. It was a well-built little 
home, compact, with every bit of space 
used. Underneath the five rooms was a 
basement and a furnace in that. The 
builder, Nels Jorgenson, was one of his 
best friends. Nels built a good home. 
The house would go quickly. Yester- 
day he had heard a new doctor in town 
had his eye on it. 

The thought gave Anton a brief 
terror. He had gone by there and 
looked at it so much it seemed almost 
to belong to him. How Hilma would 
exclaim over the electric stove and ice 
box! The snowy whiteness of the 
bathroom. There were big closets in 
the bedrooms—built-ins all over. It 
was such a house as a man who worked 
with woods dreamed of, 

And then he tightened as he had 
always tightened when he thought of 
spending money. Just as he had 


tightened when little John lay ill and 
Hilma had begged for him to send for 
that specialist from the city. And 





when he had finally come to it, for he 
couldn’t believe the lad was as ill as he 
was, it had been too late. Even though 
the doctor told him over and over 
again it wouldn’t have helped, yet the 
thought had carried with him—made 
him hate himself through the years. 
But a man had to be careful with his 
money. If he wasn’t, who would take 
care of him when he grew old? Not 
even Hilma knew how regularly he 
made his trips to the bank—how he 
had saved and saved through the 
years. If others did the same there 
wouldn’t be so many needing help. 

He had a sudden picture of his own 
home. Once Hilma had got a bad 
splinter in her hand from the old floor. 
Yet it was warm, he told himself 
defensively. He couldn’t give them a 
house like a wealthy doctor. What did 
they think he was made of anyhow— 
money? 


HE TOOK a short cut and came up 
through the alley and in through the 
back door. In the front room he could 
hear Hilma at the piano. He had a 
brief embarrassed feeling at listening 
to her, then he took a chair and sat 
down quietly near the stove, but 
gradually, tenaciously, the music 
reached out for him. 

“Silent Night, Holy Night.” Hilma 
had been singing in the choir of the 
Lutheran church when he first saw 
her. She was taller than the other 
girls—more erect. Full bosomed, with 
glowing # Continued on page 35 


SURPRISE FOR MOTHER 


The "lady" of your house deserves 
The very best; a gift that serves 
To lighten labor will be very 

Sure to make her Christmas merry. 


Mossfield De Luxe Blankets by Porritts & Spencer; Queen Anne Cabinet and 
Machine from Singer; Sunbeam Mixmaster—a Flexible Shaft product; sheets, 
pillow cases, bath towels and face cloths suggestions from Dominion Textile. 


Mr. W.—Clap hands, Margie—what’s the mat- 
Mrs. W.—Oh, look! The curtain—one of those 


Mr. W.—Gosh! The gray one does look sick be- 
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Mrs. W.—Oh, Russ! Did you really hear all 
the mothers who helped put up the cur- 
tains say those things about me? 


Russ W.—Yep! But they weren’t mean, Mom. 
They said your clothes have tattle-tale gray 
on account of your soap doesn't wash clean. 
And they wished you'd use Fels-Naptha 
“cause it’s got heaps of naptha right in with 
wonderful golden soap and that chases out 
every speck of dirt. 





ter with you? 
sheets is mine. 


side that nice white one. Is the storm- 
cloud yours? 





Mr. W.—Great Scott! Have you still got that moustache? 


Mrs. W.—Take it off — you're no villain! You saved my reputation with that tip about Fels-Naptha 
Soap. It's made my washes look so gorgeous, I'm going to take you to town to a rea/ show! 


COPR. FELS & CO., 1937 


BANISH “TATTLE-TALE GRAY”’ 
WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 
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kK your head, hold your shoulders 
square and your abdomen in, toes 
straight . That is good walking 
posture—erect, but not stiff or awk- 
ward. If parents have the bad habit of 
slouching, it is not surprising that the 
children's posture needs attention. 
Correct posture helps the organs of 
the body to do their work properly. 
A slumping posture may push the 
, intestines, and other organs of 
the abdomen downward, crowding and 
cramping them. It may keep the lungs 
from expanding to their full capacity. 
It may even affect the action of the 
heart. For your own health's sake—and 
to set an example for your children— 
stand, walk and sit erect. 
Children's desks and work tables should 
permit the forearms and hands to rest 
on them without hunching of the 
shoulders. When boys and girls assume 
a correct sitting posture, their heads 
will be up, their arms supported, 


breathing unrestricted and their backs 
straight. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE 
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straighten Up! 


Mother sets a good example— 
the children carry themselves well. 













Undernourishment and physical weak- 
ness are quite frequently the cause of 
bad posture among children. The first 
need in such cases is to bring the child 
up to normal weight and strength. 
Posture usually improves as the weight 
increases. It is advisable to take a child 
who continually stands or sits badly toa 
doctor who specializes in suchdifficulties. 


A child should be taught to walk softly 
and avoid pounding with the heels. He 
should carry the feet close together, 
toeing straight ahead, and keeping his 
weight on the outer edge of the foot. 


Sound, healthy feet are essential if one 
is to have good posture. And good 
posture is essential if one is to have 
good health. Send for the Metropolitan's 
illustrated booklet “Standing Up to Life” 
which shows how good posture can 
be developed. It tells how to prevent 
many foot ailments by means of intelli- 
gent foot exercises, and how to selecta 
properly made shoe. Send for your free 
copy now. Address Booklet Dept. 
12-L-37, Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


LEROY A. LINCOLN 
President 


CANADIAN HEAD OFFICE—OTTAWA 


SERVING CANADA SINCE 1872 
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Christmas Melody 


Continued from page 22 


been practicing it every day. With 
one hand she slipped into the melody 
and today she sang the words. 

“Gone are the days when my heart 
was young and gay—”’ She stopped— 
her hands dropped from the keys and 
she repeated in a dull monotone, “Gone 
are the days when my heart was young 
and gay.” Suddenly the courage she 
had been holding tightly to for years 
ebbed away—far away. A terrible, 
choking sob welled up in her. She put 
her head down on her arms and the 
sound of her weeping echoed through 
the room. 

Upstairs Thora stood terrified. What 
could she do? Never must her mother 
know she had heard. Why had she 
come home so early? Then she 
remembered the dress and the eight 
dollars she had hoarded so long. It 
seemed unbelievable! That garish 
dress! The thought of it and Lola 
merged together hideously, She was 


done with them and their ways forever! 
If only there was still time to bring 
that happiness and:sunshine. To show 
her mother and father that she cared. 
To make them believe in her again. 


She opened a dresser drawer, took 
out the money and smoothed it 
lovingly. Today she would buy their 
Christmas gifts. That was the first 
thing to do. She’d go to Miss Sheldon, 
the music teacher, and talk to her. 
Have her write on a paper that eight 
lessons were paid for. Music lessons 
for her mother! That would leave 
four dollars for her dad. She must 
think of something grand for him too 
—some soft woolly slippers, or a new 
pipe, or a proud white shirt with a 
striped tie. 


MEANWHILE IN the kitchen Anton 
Lundquist shifted his feet miserably as 
he stood listening to the notes from 
the piano. His face was a curious 
mixture of emotions. One hand tightly 
gripped the back of a kitchen chair; 
the other, in its white bandage, he 
hugged tightly to him, as if he would 
stop the sudden, mad beating of his 
heart. 

He had injured his hand toward the 
noon hour. After he had been to the 
doctor he came back to the shop, but 
the throbbing pain gave him no peace 





OR YOUNG-MARRIEDS 


"4. Setting up a household is a sizeable 

expense, so gifts like these will bring 

to newlyweds a joy immense, and get a 

royal welcome in the bridal residence. 
Clock from Canadian General Electric; Flexible Shaft Sunbeam Silent Automatic 
Toaster; Six-16 Kodak Junior Series 1]; Westclox Ben Hur Electric Clock; 
Eveready Masterlite Table Model; Window Thermometer from Taylor Instru- 
ment Companies; Cocktail Set from Percy Hermant; Sunbeam Automatic 

lronmaster by Flexible Shaft. 
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Star Dust in Your Hair 


It’s Smart to have a Shimmering Head 


By ANNABELLE LEE 


T’S REALLY happened. You can have an aura of gold or silver or lavender or a 
dozen other colors in your curls. You can sparkle and glimmer literally from the 
toes of your metallic fabric dancing slippers to the top of your carefully done up 

coiffure, these festive holiday evenings. 

And here’s how, and why. It’s a scintillating new glamor-dust that the hairdressers 
have perfected. You shake it on with a salt shaker, over a film of invisible lacquer— 
and you start to shine. You continue to give off an unearthly but beautiful glow until 
the party’s over. Then, like Cinderella, you become a plain working girl or a workaday 
wife again. Simply by brushing the shimmer out of your hair. 

If you think it isn’t practical, you should have seen the beautiful models—three of 
the first prize ones Canadian—at the New York Hairdressing Show I attended recently. 
Once the hair was done, it was as simple as anything to touch it with the lacquer (which 
isn’t stiff at all) and dust the shining stuff into it. And with the sparkling gowns, 
shimmering slippers, belts, bags and wraps, hose and nails of this season, it looks 
effectively right. # Continued on page 34 


























bove: Antoine of Paris 
does this new flatly sculp- 
tured and shining coiffure 
with its swirled curl effects. 
His sketches, below, suggest 
two charming evening types 
especially suited to the use 
of jewelled ornamentation. 
By courtesy of the Antoine 
de Paris Salon, Eaton's-Col- 
lege Street, Toronto. 

Below, Sonja Henie's fair, 
Nordic locks lend themselves 
particularly to the shimmer- 
ing new curl arrangements 
so popular now. Her long 
bob is encircled with curls 
at the bottom, and there 
are several rows on top. 
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“How can one keep that 


“beauty-salon look,’ 





Jane Seymour?” 






"Of course,” said a friend of mine not long ago, “one looks perfectly 
divine after Salon treatments, but what's the use—if one lapses into 
one’s ordinary self in between?” 

“But there's not the slightest need to ‘lapse’," | said, smiling. 
“If you have a simple plan for home care, and go through with it as 
regularly as you brush your teeth, you can look ‘divine’ always." 

“All very well,” she said. "The trouble is to find a plan." 

“That's not very difficult,” | said. "Your skin is inclined to be 
oily, so keep clear of all grease. At night, wash thoroughly with 
Cleansing Milk. For a week or so, smooth Pore Cream over those 
large pores of yours. Then use Pore Cream and Greaskin Cream on 
alternate nights. This greaseless cream of mine feeds the tissue 
without lubricating the surface. Wipe and pat your face with 
Astringent Lotion every morning; then make up with Petal Lotion, 
Powder Rouge and Dryskin Powder.” 

Some weeks later she called at my Salon, with her skin looking 
most beautifully tended. "Yes," she said, "I've been going in for 
regular care. And you were perfectly right. It makes that 'beauty- 
salon look’ permanent!" 

Do ask for my book "Speaking Frankly" at any shop that sells my 
preparations. If you cannot obtain it, please write me: Jane Seymour, 
Lumsden Building, Toronto, mentioning your dealer's name, and | will 
gladly send it to you with my compliments. 
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head must watch against 
looking theatrical. 

If you are making your last 
year’s evening dress “do,” 6 
and it’s one of those simple - 
little affairs, try putting a » 
double-row belt of rhine- 








Grand for a kiddies’ party, 
too, 
* 
If you have a little girl in 
\ your home, and want to make 
her a pretty yet warm party 
\ dress—try making it of vel- 


stones on it. It will bring any / Xs \ \ vet or velveteen in bolero 
‘- Pal > s > reo Mi x \ 7 
nicely ~de signed dress up to yg ea tM, effect. The blouse and short 
the minute in fashion. SZ puffed sleeves are smart if 
* 


And have you a pleated plaid skirt 
for knocking around? My, every young 
thing in the country is swirling through 
the season with this trim little item— 
and I’m sure it would look grand on 
you, too. 

* 

Something new in housecoats—the 
““House-Jama.” This is really a com- 
bination housecoat with a pyjama 
underneath. All one piece, 
mind you—but, oh, so prac- 
tical for running around the 
house or the college dormi- 
tory! 

* 

Of course you'll be plan- 
ning some party or other for 
young folks, and I hope 
you'll have a good time at 
it! You can have a lot of 
fun making your own cos- 
tumes for it. A new angle is 
that the hostess lets her 
guests know long enough 


made of plaid taffeta. Put 
two or three rows of the taffeta on the 
little swing skirt. 
* 

Zippers continue to close up pretty 
well every fashion garment from slips 
to coats. Yes, some of the coats (even 
fur ones) have full-length zippers! 
Zippers on a dress can really “make” 
it, especially if it’s a colored zipper. 
And to add on something different to 
it, make a little tassel of 
beads, or silk fringe, or a 
ball of sequins, and attach 
it to the zipper end. Does a 
Jot for a dress. 

* 


I’ve never seen short 
sleeves continue to be so 
popular for winter. In fact, 
the fad for short sleeves even 
on wool dresses, has been 
something that has all the 
stylists amazed. Generally 
we get into long-sleeved 
dresses once the leaves have 





For men who prefer 


Colgate’s, the big Gift 


THEY'LL LOVE THESE 
COLGATE-PALMOLIVE GIFT BOXES 


So bright, so gay, so useful . . . these 
gifts for thoughtful givers 
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Lots of men prefer 
Palmolive, because they 









fallen but this year you'll Box costiies Tae e echt ; % - 8 anda ro like the benefits of a shave 
Cream, “Sank Cream, . Ae LL ae. race eae ee oo 
After Shave Lotion and ensive hey really aren't. You'll a hee Wades lie, Gik 

e &, olive t 


ahead of time that there is 
going to be such a party, 
and that she is going to 


see as many short sleeves as 
long ones, I wager. 
= AfterShaveTalc. Mak 













offer a prize for the best . ; es the wide e range, gilts Box. Contains € size 
costume which must, of Saw a delectable, delight- f fine, ne - everybody that just Palmolive Shave Cream, 
course, be homemade. It’s ful pair of wool winners in ns ee $1 a ae fi large size After ve 
nti pee eee Lotion, After Shave Talc, 
a lot of fun appointing new frocks. Both had Th h <h , lecen Covel Colgane’s 
judges, etc., and makes the pleated skirts—and_ short sents Oudaa ws Cife Tooth i. a. s 


party just a little bit “differ- 


ent” and more exciting. 





sleeves. And they came in 
such lovely fresh shades. + 
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THINGS THAT HANG TOGETHER _, 


The blouse— 
navy and wine 
silk crepe. The 
skirt—of navy- 
lined box pleat- 
ed wine flannel. 
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Jersey draw- 
string blouse 
with a patch- 
pocket wool 
skirt. 












Partners— 
the chevron 
flannel dirndl 
skirt and rag- 
Ian satin blouse 








Boxes with slightly 
different assortments, 


50c and 25c. 


Women have always loved 
the long-lingering Sets im 
of Cashmere ae There's 
the Face Powder, Perfume, 
Toilet Water, Talc, and two 
cakes of long-lasting Cashmere 
Bouquet Oap. ey ll be 
thrilled with this adorable 
gift, for they know that 
Cashmere Bouquet is the 
lovely way to loveliness. 


Two other Cashmere Bouquet 
Boxes priced at 50c and 25c. 


For extras, these individual 
items are sure to please. 
Colgate’s or Palmolive Shave 
Cream, Giant Size ++-Or Giant 
Size Colgate’s Dental Cream, 
in bright Xmas wrappers. 































THESE GIFTS ARE FOR SALE AT ALL DRUG AND DEPARTMENTAL STORES 


Another smart Palmolive 
Gift Box priced at 50c. 


Here’s the masterpiece for men, 
Colgate’s Es uire Gift Box. 
Giant Size Colgate’s Dental 
ae mooie Cream and 
Dent owder. e size 
After Shave Talc “= = 
Everything a man needs to 
keep him looking handsome 
and well - roomed. Colgate’s 
Esquire Gik Box is the perfect 
gift for any man. 





Three charming flacons of 
lovely perfume. Get them for 
individual gifts. Cashmere 
Bouquet, Gardenia and Lily 
of the Valley. Each, only 25c. 




















































hase sett 





PIERS PAN AST 


Ss Se ceca 








: A Suggestion 


to Wives 


to help their husbands overcome a frequent fault 


ae How can I persuade my hus- 
band to use a perspiration 
‘deodorant regularly? He ad- 
‘mits that men usually per- 
spire more than women and 
worries for fear perspiration 
odor may make him as un- 
pleasant asit does other men 
he frequently meets in busi- 
ness. Yet he just goes on pin- 

_ ning his faith to his morning 
bath—which any woman 
knows can’t prevent perspir- 
ation odor later in the day.99 


A Feminine MUM User. 








the troubled writer of this letter, 
we offer this suggestion: 

Present him with a jar of Mum for 
his own use! 

The very things about Mum that 
make you and countless other women 
choose it above all other deodorants, 
also appeal to men. For instance: 


Quick, easy to use. YOu waste no time in 
using Mum. Just smooth a bit under 
each arm when you dress—that’s all 
there is to it. No waiting for it to dry; 
no after-rinsing. 


Harmless to clothing. Use Mum any time, 
before or after dressing, and don’t 
worry about your clothing. 


Soothing to skin. Mum is soothing and 
cooling even to “touchy” shin. Youcan 
shave your underarms and use at once. 


Effective all day or evening. Mum keeps 
you safe for the whole day or evening, 
no matter how hard you work or play. 
Never an uneasy moment with Mum! 


Does not prevent natural perspiration. 
Remember, the purpose of Mum is to 
do what you want done—to prevent 
the disagreeable odor of perspiration 
and not interfere with the natural 
perspiration itself. ; 
Thousands of women have helped 
their husbands, their sons by intro- 
ducing Mum to them. And men are 
always grateful for this simple, easy 
way to overcome the business and 
social handicap of perspiration odor! 


TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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Kay Murphy's 
FASHION SHORTS 


IT LOOKS as 
if we’re in for a 
real big season, 
m’dears — so | 
hope you have 
a few pretty 
little dresses 
hanging handy, 
against those 
exciting dates 
that will be 
coming along. 
How do you 
look in sequins? 
Well, I hope, 
because you'll 
get plenty of 
chances to 
flaunt them 
this season. Se- 
quin trims so 
many of the 
smarter dresses 
both for after- 
noon and even- 
ing; and sequin 


Z jackets, boleros 
and tiny capes 
will adorn 
many a dress 
that came from 

Paris. 
* 
Which gives 
you a_ lovely 
idea, I hope, 


about that new 

dress, or ways 
of fixing up a dress of other years. Top 
a plain evening dress with a sequin 
jacket, and you'll look like a late edi- 
tion of the 1937-38 vogues. Or add on 
sequin pockets and probably a sequin 
collar to that little tailored dress, be it 
of crepe or fine wool. 

* 





Sequins in your hair for the evening 
—either tiny caps of the gay spangles, 
or those flowing veils so popular, edged 
insequins . . . Gloves, too, are high- 
lighted with them—ditto bags—ditto 
evening hankies. So buy a peck of 
sequins and have a good time! 

+ 


Glitter on the one hand; 
good, sturdy sportswear 
fashions on the other. If 
you're one of those lassies 
who run around stadiums 
rooting for the home team 
during the football season, 
you'll adore a fur “chubby” 
—and look adorable in it, 
too, I’ wager. These are 
generally about thirty-one 
to thirty-four inches long 
and may be of black or grey 
Persian lamb or caracul, 
silver foxes, dyed skunk... 
or pretty well any other fur 
you can mention, 

+ 

Corduroys have come a 
long way since we first met 
them out in the schoolyard 
on rip-roaring little boys. 
Now they are a really high 
fashion in jackets, skirts, 





lounging slacks and campus coats. 
Generally in high colors, they are very 
good-looking, serviceable and oh, so 
very smart! 

* 

Are you all hot and bothered over 
the “Big Apple” craze? It’s a new 
dance, y’ know, that everybody this side 
of crutches is stepping, So, of course, 
we now have “Big Apple” skirts, 
blouses, sweaters, handbags, bracelets 
—oh, just about everything. One cute 
little flannel skirt-in navy has a huge 
red apple appliquéd on. The apple is 
felt and can be removed when, and if, 
the craze dies down. 

* 

Black trimmed with white or trimmed 
with red are two of the new, oh so new, 
dress color combinations that will be 
favored later on this fall. Red with 
black has been going over very well in 
Paris and now it’s catching on this side 
of the Atlantic, too. Of course, black 
trimmed with white is always good for 
a dress and will again be smart coming 
on to Christmas. Gold trimming on 
dresses—either metallic cloth, gold 
braid, gold chains, gold-colored wooden 
belts and buttons . . oh, you must 
have a touch of 
gold some place 
or other on one 
of your dresses. 

* 

And fringe 
trimming is 
keeping up well. 
Whole blouses 
and even whole 
afternoon 
dresses are made of fringe. A graceful 
idea and one that brings out the best of 
most of us. 





a 


The high turban hat is slated for a 
style run and you'll be seeing plenty 
of them trimmed with fur—silver fox, 
mink and Persian. Of course, veils 
continue to be popular and ’most every 
hat you see either has a veil, or is the 
kind that you can wear with a veil, just 
for a change. 

* 

Trimly tailored short jacket suits, to 
wear under your fur coat, 
are another winter style 
that is going to see plenty 
of service. Those smart 
career women, who love a 
tailored suit all times of the 
year, started the vogue, and 
now the gals who loiter are 
following suit too, and top- 
ping it with their fur coats. 

* 


Did you hear that blondes 
are “on the way out, and 
redheads on the way in?” 
Or so they are saying in 
Paris, London and Holly- 
wood, If you’re a “reddie”’ 
(or can acquire the popular 
shade!) remember that your 
best colors are black, soft 
blues, greens and certain 
shades of brown. Be careful 
of your make-up for a red- 
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cheeks and that clear, fair complexion 
that had come with her from the old 
country. There was a shining neatness 
about her—a friendliness and warmth 
—loyalty and steadfastness in her blue 
eyes that made him know she was the 
only one for him. 

How she loved people! Loved the 
small importance of the church socials 
and the circle of young people. And 
how the others had loved her. He was 
older than she was. Ten years older 
and more mature—graver. For a time 
he had come out of his shell and known 
some of her joy of living and loving— 
and then the small boy had died. 

Yes, it must have been from then 
on he had been old, crusty, morose- 
more deeply settled than ever in a 
groove. She had not complained. She 
had tried to reach him but, failing, had 
never nagged at him. Only once had 
she crossed him and that was when she 
had brought the orphan girl home. 

For a time he had resented the child 


Christmas Melody 





Continued from page 29 


But no, she must not be undermined. 
No! She was his daughter—Hilma’s 
daughter. 

That Lola, this neighborhood, this 
house. If his girl could live in a house 
like that other one, she’d grow away 
from Lola. She’d have a chance. She 
was a bright girl. Often he’d been 
mighty proud of her. But he’d never 
told her. Never joked and laughed 
with her like other fathers he’d noticed. 
Enviously he had looked at them, 
longing for some of their easy manners. 
It all came so hard. It was all so tied 
up in him. Tied up in knots he was. 
Like his wanting to paint pictures 
years ago. He was afraid they would 
be queer— 

But Hilma wasn’t afraid! He could 
hear her note by note going over the 
song. “Silent night, holy night—All is 
calm, all is bright” and to think he had 
even begrudged her the piano. He had 
been furious when it came—furious at 


that meddling old Mrs. Fields for 
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Breathing 


to guard against SKIN AGING 


Se 









daring to leave it with them. Furious 
at the wonderful light that broke over 
Hilma’s face as she stood looking at it, 
her hands caught to her breast. That 
same radiance she had the day they 
were married, @ Continued on next page 


and then gradually she had come to 
mean more to him. She was smart, 
good in her school work. Pretty too. 
Only lately she was getting wild. It 
was the thing he had feared. Coming 
from parents they knew so little of. 
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Woodbury’s Cold Cream 
containing Vitamin D stimulates youthful 
breathing of the skin 


HOSE tiny lines that say your skin is 
oo What heartache they bring! For 
lines soon mummify your skin, blighting 
its youthful freshness. 

You can’t hold back the years. But you 
can lubricate, soften and help your skin 
breathe. All with one scientifically per- 
fected cold cream, Woodbury’s. 


When the skin is young, its breathing 


process is rapid. Two years ago, 

Woodbury’s skin scientists incorporated 

Vitamin D in Woodbury’s Cold Cream. 

For tests have proved that Vitamin D 
I speeds up the youthful breathing process 


of the skin. Today every jar of this famous 
beauty cream is rich in Vitamin D. 

COLD CREAM 

This Cream is Germ-free 


Smooth on Woodbury’s Cold Cream with 
a lavish hand. It cleanses, wards off 
mummy-like dryness. And it stays germ- 
free indefinitely, helps guard your skin 
against germ-caused blemishes. 


WITH VITAMIN D 








FOR THE GIRL OF THE MOMENT 


Women-wise MAIL FOR 10-PIECE COMPLEXION KIT! 






All the essentials for a lovely skin. Trial tubes 








— yg Get a jar of this luscious cold cream Woodbury’s Cold and Facial Creams. Guest-size 

Gi ts oe these today. Notice how much clearer, more Woodbury’s Facial Soap. 7 shades ees 

Toiletries. alive your skin becomes! And to make Preeti emgl gwar enclgy Pe tpn io. ae 

Th + harminaly express y Ss Address John H, Woodbury, Ltd., Dept . 749, 

M670 Gnarmingy SP rouge and powder stay smooth for hours, Perth, Ontario, 

Interest in "her" loveliness. use Woodbury’s Facial Cream. It, too, is Name on a 
Mitcham Lavender Gift Set by Potter & stows nnonss oat Segoruse eet germ-free. Each of these lovely creams, te IAS «iON a 
Bathbox Set by Harriet Hubbard Ayer; Woodbury Gift Package; Zipper Ki only 50¢, 25¢, 15¢, 10¢. ne r ae ad 






by Daggett & Ramsdell 
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(Made in Canada) 
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GIVES THE SKIN 
THE SPIRITED LOOK OF YOUTH 


MAGGY ROUFF 
of Paris 


who created this glamorous 
new shade of 
Woodbury’s Facial Powder 


“ALWAYS, we women seek to entice the 
jf educa masculine eye. Is it not true? 
But in this you will succeed, when you 
give your complexion the warm glow of 
Windsor Rose. This shade of Woodbury’s 
powder, which I happily created, makes 
the complexion a thing of beauty. I planned 
Windsor Rose to blend perfectly with both 
the creamy-pink and ivory-peach tones of 
the skin. And this it does with magical flat- 
tery for almost every complexion.” 


Maggy Rouff advises her fashion man- 
nequins to wear Woodbury’s Facial Powder 
for its germ-free protection to the deli- 
cate skin. Germ-free to the last, this smooth- 
clinging powder helps guard your com- 
plexion against germ-caused blemishes 
and infection. All the while it creates a 
youthful freshness in your skin. See the 
new Windsor Rose...review all seven 
smart shades. Then pick your own. In the 
new blue box, $1.00, 50¢, 25¢, 15¢. 
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Woodbury’s alone is GERM-FREE 


Tested by an independent research labo- 
ratory with 19 other leading brands of 
face powder, Woodbury’s alone was found 
to be germ-free both before use and after 
contact with a germ-laden powder puff. 


MAIL NOW FOR 10-PIECE LOVELINESS KIT 


It brings you generous sample packets of Windsor Rose and 
the six other Youth-Blend shades of Woodbury's Facial Pow- 
der. Also guest-size Woodbury’s Facial Soap; tubes of 2 
Woodbury germ-free Creams. Enclose 10¢ to cover mailing 
costs. Send to: 


John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Dept. 549, Perth, Ontario. 
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WOODBURY'S FACIAL POWDER 


Made in Canada 














However you do it, your head must 
shine. Nature’s way is one of the best 

through constant brushing and oil 
shampoos if your hair is quite dry. 
Guillaume of Paris, 
hairdresser, told me he used rinses— 
exquisitely delicate ones. He suggests 
a blue or cyclamen rinse for the blonde 
or white head, auburn for the dark 
hair, and gold for all the in between 
stages. And the rinses are opalescent 
and shimmering in themselves. 

Or perhaps you’d rather leave your 
locks in their natural state and get 
your effects in glittering headdresses. 
If you are young and wear ribbons, you 
get the shine by having them lacquered. 
There are the loveliest and most deli- 
cate of shining ornaments—jewelled 
combs, delicate, shimmering flowers, 
gilded and glowing feathers. Guillaume 
himself has fashioned feathery shining 
butterflies to place in charmingly up- 
swept curls, sprays of glass orchids, 
metal floral pieces with delicate anem- 
ones suspended on wire stems. All of 
which will be widely followed and 
extremely popular. 

The sweeping change in hair styles 
for evening this year is demonstrated 
by Guillaume who says that whereas 
a few years ago women brushed their 
hair down, and latterly brushed it 
back, today they brush it up. Unless 
there is a really ugly hairline, the hair 


world-famous 


tar Dust in Your Hair 


Continued from page 31 


comes right up with curls on top— 
feminine, dainty, old-fashioned. 
Sprays of curls often cluster over the 


forehead, hang to either side of the 


high part. Old portrait painters, whose 


lovely women have been the acme of 


charming delicacy, are being copied. 
Guillaume does the Watteau_hair- 
dresses—delicacy of line, hair drawn 
away from the face and curling in soft 
tendrils high on the head, on the back 
or on the sides. Andrew Muzet, back 
from the Salon of Monsieur Antoine of 
Paris, follows Grecian and Empire 
heads, classically molded, with soft 
forehead fringes or featherlike curls to 
soften the face and off-hat lines. Josef, 
of Helena Rubinstein’s, fashions his 
coiffures, too, after portrait inspira- 
tions—Manet, Picasso, Rembrandt, 
Pollaiuolo. To a delicately featured 
blonde he gives sleek, upsweeping lines 
with a small circlet of sculptured curls 
on one side of the head to break the 
severity of line, another high on the 
back, and strands of pearls to outline 
the ringlets. 

For the longer-haired chestnut girl 
he chooses a bun of sculptured curls at 
the very top of the head, a few curl 
bangs on the forehead. Artificial 
flowers are worn on the head. The 
exotic colorful brunette has her blue- 
black hair gathered up into a mass of 
sculptured 4 Continued on page 55 





FOR THE TRAVELLING WOMAN 


It's smart to be a vagabond 
By train or car or ship, 
And the girl is bright who travels light 


On every kind of trip 


So give her these and let her see 
How joyous journeying can be. 
Aeropack Travel Twins by McBrine; Hosiery by Holeproof (Gift box at right); 


Houbigant Talcum, Eau de Cologne and Bath Salts from Parfumeries de Paris; 
Vinolia Toilet Soap from Lever Brothers; Cleansing Cream, Powder, Rouge and 


Lipstick of Pompeian Brand. 
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De Luxe Ink- Vue 
det...» §8.80 


No. 3V Claret 
$3.00 


No. 3 Steel Quartz 
$3.00 


Lady Patricia Onyx : os 
$5.00 iY ‘ BG . - 

ts iN : . . 3 ‘ De Luxe ink-Vue 

: Set Emerald Ray 

$12.50 


No. 94 Moss Agate 
$6.00 


lady Patricia Ink- 
Vue Set Mist 
$8.00 


Btandard Ink-Vue 
Sliver Ray . $5.00 £ 


Standard ink-Vue 
Copper Ray. $9.00 


They would all be delighted 


Mother, father, sister, brother or friend—they would all be delighted 
on Christmas morning with a gift chosen from this list of Waterman 
suggestions. Smart and dainty Lady Patricias to fit in a woman's purse 
... Handsome Ink-Vues with extra large ink capacity, for men... Beau- 
tiful Desk Sets and Gift Boxes of both Pens and Pencils...Each is a 
fast-starting writing instrument offering a lifetime of personal usefulness 
to the lucky person receiving it. See these pens of TOMORROW at your 
dealer's today, and you'll thrill over this year’s Christmas shopping! 


aterman’s 


THE FAST-STARTING PEN 


— 
Uncle . 
Desk set with Ink- Aunt 
Vue Desk Pen, Per- 7 Coudan © Se 
petual Calendar ; 
y ery 


on White Onyx No. Gold Mirror Desk 
418/67 . $22.00 ay Set No. 502/62 


$9.00 


JAMES ST. W., MONTREAL @ NEW YORK @ CHICAGO ®@ BOSTON ® SAN FRANCISCO 





LE. WATERMAN COMPANY, LIMITED, 263 ST. 


‘A bracelets wasted 


on a hand like MINE” 


Then she 
learned 
how to get 
rid of 


TOM WAS DEAR TO GIVE 
ME THIS LOVELY BIRTHDAY 
GIFT-BUT HOW IT SHOWS 
UP MY HANDS! 


% 
WA 
”, 


HONEY, YOU COULD 
GET RID OF THAT 
DISHPAN LOOK IN 
A WEEK-WITH LUX! 


NOT AS PRETTY 
AS YOUR HANDS! 
| DECLARE - 
THEYRE AS SOFT 
AND WHITE AS 

WHEN WE 


WHAT LOVELY RICH 
SUDS LUX MAKES- 
I'VE NEVER SEEN 
THE DISHES SHINE 
SO. DOESNT STING 
MY HANDS AS 
THOSE HARSH 
SUDS DID EITHER! 


T really is amazing the 
difference Lux for dishes 
makes in a woman’s hands! 
Many ordinary soaps con- 
tain harmful alkali which ir- 
ritates the skin. Some women 
even get cracked and bleed- 
ing hands from continued use 
of harsh soaps. 


Lux has no harmful alkali. 
It protects the beauty oils 
of your skin—keeps hands 
soft and white and lovely! 


UX FOR DISHES-— 





There wasn’t a woman in town could 
hold a candle to Hilma. Yet what had 
he given her—what had he done for 
her? He’d never even let on to her how 
he had been saving. What a nest egg 
he already had put away for them. 
Why, he could buy that house like 
nothing at all! The thought appalled 
him. He thrust it away. 

Had he forgotten about their old 
age? Was he getting looney? What 
would Melgard, the banker, think of 
him if he’d draw out five thousand 
dollars? He licked his lips and his 
hands began to tremble. Hilma and he 
could live for years on that—when 
they were old— 

And then through the house came 
Hilma’s voice and the old song—‘ Gone 
are the days when my heart was young 
and gay.” He heard her sobs and he 
rose up from his chair in consternation. 
It was the most terrible sound he had 
ever heard! No, no, those days 
couldn’t be gone! Oh, when Hilma 
was young and gay he had never been 
so happy. And then his tightness, his 
meanness, his stinginess—his unwill- 
ingness to stop brooding over John. 
He’d suffered and so he’d made her 
suffer. All these years he’d made it 
hard for her. 

What kind of a life did she have? No 
wonder she was crying! Oh, God, if 
anything happened to her, he would 
die too. All there was of life was 
bound up in coming home to her, only 
he was too stingy even with his words 
to tell her so. 

He wiped his hand across his fore- 
head. Sweating, was he? Well he 
ought to sweat. The things he’d 
promised when he had taken her away 
from all the rest. There was even a 
young preacher she could have had, 
and she had tied herself up to him, 
Anton Lundquist, a carpenter. 

He looked at the kitchen clock and 
began to mutter softly in Swedish. 
What if the house had ‘already been 
sold? Oh, no, it couldn’t have been! 
He reached for his hat and coat in the 
same motion and softly opened the 
door and went at a half trot up the 
alley. If he would only be in time! 
He’d close the deal this very afternoon. 
He’d let them have their Opening as 
they had planned—nothing would 
matter if Hilma had the little white 
house. And he wouldn’t wait until 
Christmas to tell her.and Thora. No, 
by jiminy, he’d sign up and go to the 
bank and then hike home and tell 
them. He’d act like a husband and 
father ought to act. 

While he was at it too, he might as 
well draw out a little-for Hilma for 
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spending money. She’d want a few 
things fixed up her way in the new 
house and then she’d need a Christmas 
dress for herself and the girl. He’d put 
a stop, too, to that ironing and baking. 
What kind of a man was he not to be 
able to take care of his own women- 
folks? And by jingo, wouldn’t everyone 
turn around and look when he came to 
the Christmas exercises with Hilma 
and Thora? It made him laugh to 
think of their faces. 


THORA TIPTOED down the stairs 
and out the back door, her money 
clutched tightly in her hand. Her eyes 
were like stars and her lips parted 
softly. Far up the street she saw a 
hurrying figure which looked for all 
the world like her father, only that was 
impossible at that time in the after- 
noon. 

At the piano, Hilma raised her head, 
thinking for a moment she had heard 
Thora. It was no time for crying—she 
had a dozen things to do, so much to be 
thankful for. Tomorrow when they 
trimmed the tree, perhaps she could 
talk to her little girl. 

Her fingers touched the keys again. 
Oh, how wonderful to play even a 
simple melody. If Anton knew how 
happy it made her, perhaps he 
wouldn’t care so much about the 
piano. 

What should she get him for Christ- 
mas? It had to be something extra 
nice. He really was good to her. A 
good husband. She could always 
depend on him. When they had first 
known each other he told her he had 
often dreamed of painting pictures. 
‘But I don’t know anything about it,” 
he would say. If she could only tell 
him she didn’t know anything about 
music either. If he would only try to 
paint what was in his heart. 

Paints! That was it. She’d go to the 
art store and get the finest she could 
afford. Then maybe if he painted 
something and it turned out good, a 
little of that sternness would melt in 
him. 

But now she must hurry. Change 
her dress. Put on the rose percale with 
the white collar. Fluff up her hair a 
little so they wouldn’t know she’d been 
crying. And there was still time to get 
a sponge cake in the oven. 

Somehow the most amazing happi- 
ness had come over her. As if every- 
thing in the world was all right. And 
unbidden a song rose to her lips: 


“Joy to the world the Lord is 
come, 
“Let earth receive her King.” 


THE NURSE-.8y Helen Fitzgerald Dougher 


They call her Florence Nightingale in jest, 
But there's an earnestness behind their eyes 
That she, high priestess, does not realize; 
She only knows she does her simple best, 
Performing grave mysterious rites, aware 
That often she ome power to fan the spark 


Of life to glowing 


ame when it is dark 


And quiet in the wards and Death stalks there. 


She seems so young to have upon her slim, 

Proud shoulders such a weight of grief and pain; 
She should be walking through a leafy lane, 

Or dancing somewhere where the lights are dim. 
Or should she—whom so many lips must bless 
With such profound and utter thankfulness? 


lod 
4 
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Victoria the Great 


Continued from page 26 


her life; she would see her Ministers 
alone; she would be Queen, alone. 


THEY PROCLAIMED her, they 
crowned her at Westminster with all 
the ancient panoply and pomp, a 
lonely figure amid the splendor. And 
not so very popular yet, either, among 
those but recently articulate men and 
women in the streets, the new democ- 
racy. Even Melbourne, her Prime 
Minister, her chief adviser and main- 
stay now, was probably the most hated 
man in England. 

All the same, there was already no 
doubt as to who was Queen. After 
their first clutch at the reins of power 
on that June night, the German clique 
recoiled, to watch amazedly the pro- 
gress of their unknown quantity, the 
untried girl of eighteen. Only Stock- 
mar, wiliest of them all, Belgian 
Leopold’s representative, the envoy 
of the House of Coburg, kept his 
counsel. He had an idea that he held 
a trump card in reserve. 

When, after a couple of years of 
loneliness and Privy Councils and the 
interminable, impersonal routine that 
is the lot of kings, Lord Melbourne 
himself finally broached the subject of 
marriage to Victoria, Stockmar had 


his candidate. Of the House of Co- 
burg, naturally—Prince Albert of 
Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, a studious, retir- 
ing young gentleman of two and 
twenty. 

But Victoria displayed the chin. 
“That young man? Strait-laced, 
bookish, self-willed—goes to bed imme- 
diately after dinner, and never dances. 
He won’t do!” 

Albert, across in Rosenau Castle 
among the Coburg hills, said: 

“Victoria? Dances all night, and 
never in bed till dawn.  Self-willed, 
frivolous and light. No, she won’t do!” 

Whereat Stockmar winked privately. 
He knew them both. So did Melbourne, 
and the pair went to work like a couple 
of old matchmakers. They told Vic- 
toria, In so many words, what Albert 
had said, and hinted that he desired 
to postpone, if not decline altogether, 
a proposed visit to England. It was 
enough for the unknown quantity; 
a message, amounting to a Royal 
Command, went forth—and Albert of 
Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, unwilling, reluc- 
tant, and with his brother, Ernest, in 
tow, crossed the Channel. 

Followed as pretty an idyll as ever 
adorned the ordinarily prosaic pages 
of Royalty’s private life. They met, 


The place that warms and shelters you 

Deserves a Christmas present too, 

So why not make a family haul 

And buy a house-gift "to Us all’? 
New Model by Hoover; Community Plate Tea Service in Coronation Design; 
Anyheet Control Silex; Remington Noiseless Portable; Sandwich Tray in Queen 


Kristina Design from Roden Bros.; Coronation Flatware by Community; Sanacell 
Blanket from Bates & Innes. 








OUR POWDER! what 
would you do without it? Yet 
usual powders do have their 
faults—don’t they? They fail— 
so often. Soon after powder- 
ing the distressing shine is 
back—just the right velvety 
beauty is lacking—or it may 
even be chalky, making you 
look older instead of younger. 
Still you must use powder. 


Be sure of this—Once you try 
Princess Pat powder—with its soft, 
caressing almond base—you will say, not 
that you couldn’t get along without 
face powder, but that you couldn’t get 
along without Princess Pat face powder. 


Just the beauty you longed for. 
It’s every woman’s dream to discover 
a face powder that will velvet the 
skin, give patrician beauty, yet—as 
powder—remain invisible. You have 
dreamed of this magic powder, visioned 
its perfection! But have you found it? 
Yes, if you’ve used Princess Pat powder: 
No, if you haven't. 

How, you may ask, can one powder be 
so different? Ah, but that’s the story. 
There is no other powder in the world 
like Princess Pat. The fine domestic 
powders are not like it; the expensive 
imported powders are not like it. 


Almond base the chief difference. 
Almond base is a Princess Pat powder 
discovery—that’s why no other powder 


PRINCESS. 
PAT 
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can claim it. Millions of women know 
that Princess Pat powder is more 
soothing, more clinging. They love 
the true tone, living shades. On your 
skin you will see a pearly trans- 
lucence, infinitely youthful and flatter- 
ing. Almond base gives Princess Pat 
powder a certain “pliancy’’. It is as 
though nature had given you a new and 
perfect complexion. Of course it clings 
amazingly longer. 

Guard against coarse pores and 
blemishes, You select face powder for 
immediate beauty. And this Princess Pat 
























powder gives you. But, in addition, 
the almond base is good for your skin. 
Remember, some face powders can 
parch and dry the skin. Princess Pat 
powder, on the contrary, 
soothes and softens, pre- 
venting coarse pores— 
and blemishes. 
ee ee 
i } F different 
' 3 shades 
{ PRINCESS PAT 
i FACE POWDER 
le ® See in your 
jown mirror how 
much more beauty 
{PRINCESS PAT 
j almond base face 
| powder gives yourS 
i skin—observe the 
Iismart, modern, 
youthful shades— 
i note how much long- 
1c Princess Pat face a 
j Powder stays on. sis 
{ MAIL THIS COUPO 
l GORDON GORDON LTD. DEPT. C 71C 
' 489 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 2. 
i I'd like to try Princess Poh peubee. Please 
1 send me—free—5 different shades. 
I 
{ 
i 
i 
i 
i 
I 
' 
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Colonial Sheets and Pillow Slips are now more attractively put up than ever. Wrapped in printed 
cellophane, there are seven different colours to choose from. You can adopt and feature a colour 
that will be distinctive with your store. Every grade of Colonial Merchandise, from the finely 
woven percales to the popular-priced volume lines are fast sellers — Canada’s finest in 1846 and 
Canada’s finest today. 


A Product of 


DOMINION TEXTILE COMPANY LIMITED 


Makers of the famous COLONIAL Towels 
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A gift as exquisitely useful as 
aristocratic, containing English 
Lavender Perfume, Face Powder, 
" ’ e 

Talcum and Lavender Toilet 
Soap in a beautiful satin-lined 
CONG 00. 0.5 + CE Ges 00 ope a ee 


An ideal gift for a man—in our 
new wood grained Gift Box, con- 
tains a Shaving Bowl, After 
Shaving Lotion and _ Invisible 
PAE Ae SMe drcde kv bia 5.00 OES 


Designed to make the bath a lux- 
urious rite, this Gift Box includes 
English Lavender Perfume, 
Dusting Powder, Complexion 
Cream, Bath Salt Crystals and 
Lavender Toilet Soap... . .$5.50 


Shaving Bowl, 


After Shaving 
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Lotion, Invisible Tale, Hair 
Tonic, Brilliantine and Lavender 
Bath Soap—Truly a “ 
package 


Season of jollity—day of reflection—time of joy— 
moment of contemplation—great day of emotion. 


Here’s to all people—to happiness and fellowship— 


The “Guest Box” makes a charm- 
Yardl English ing remembrance. It contains 
pare £ Indien sink centlonen Ct a eens one ease 
. plexion Cream, Foundation 
; a nee company oO adies an gent emen who give an re *e Cheam, ‘Lavendausel-auik base 
n Wicker Bottles p 5 ‘ ender Guest Soap 
$1.65 to $4.50 ceive those most treasured of gifts—gift sets from 


Yardley of London. 


to pleasure and gratitude. And here’s to the vast 


a tite =: There’s a fascinating range of Yardley Gift sets in 
ond Street—New- = attractive gift packages for ladies and gentlemen 


est of perfumes — ae ; : 
canal B chon awaiting your inspection at all the better drug and 


—laden with my- <1 department stores. Prices range from 85c to 


stery and charm 5A BR $20.00. 
$2.50 to $13.50 7 ; 

YARDLEY '& CO. (CANADA) LIMITED A queenly gift with a host of lav- 

game ender luxuries nestled in satin, 

TORONTO ey including Lavender Perfume, 

S: = double Compact, Face Powder, 

Complexion and Foundation 

Creams, Lipstick, Astringent Skin 

Tonic, Taleum Powder, Sachet 

: pe? Blossoms, Bath Salt Tablets, 

Here, in this gift case, are more Smelling Salts, Toilet Soap $14.85 
bath luxuries—Lavendomeal, the 
new bath cereal to soften and 
perfume the bath and to give it 
tonic qualities; mist-fine Dusting 
Powder and Lavender Toilet 





Exquisite Ermine design com- 
pacts, slenderly bound in gold. 
Triple Loose Powder 


| WOON? ics cccs so C800 

Double Loose Powder 
WARS So av 'cane ces Se 
» Square Loose Powder 


Vanity 
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2-Way 
Relief For 


aan « GOMUDS 


Take 2 “ASPIRIN” 

tablets and drink a 

full glass of water. 

Repeat treatment 
in 2 hours. 


Ifthroat is sore from 
the cold, crush and 
stir 3 “ASPIRIN” 
tabletsin 1/3 glass of 
water. Gargle twice. 


This eases throat 





RELIEVES THROAT 
PAIN RAWNESS 


ENTERS BODY THROUGH 
STOMACH AND INTES- 
TINES TO EASE PAIN 





For Rapid Results 
Get —“ASPIRIN”’ 


HERE is what to do: Take two 
“Aspirin” tablets when you feel a 
cold coming on—with a full glass 
of water. Then repeat, if necessary, 
according to directions in each 
e. This will act to fight 
ever, and pains which usually 
accompany colds, Relief comes 
rapidly. 
The “Aspirin” method of relieving 
cold symptoms is the way many 
doctors now approve. You take 
“Aspirin” for relief—then if you 
are not improved promptly, you 
call the family doctor. 
“Aspirin” is probably the best 
known and most widely used medi- 
cine in the world. It is also one 
of the simplest and least expensive. 
@“Aspirin” tablets are made in 
Canada. “‘Aspirin’’ is the registered 
trade-mark of the Bayer Company, 
Limited, of Windsor, Ontario. Look 
for the name Bayer in the form of a 
cross on every tablet. 


pemanp anp ceT—" ASPIRIN” 


THE REASON “ASPIRIN” 
WORKS SO FAST 


Drop an “Aspirin” tablet into a 
tumbler of water. 

By the time it hits the bottom of 
the glass it is disintegrating. 

This speed of distintegration en- 
ables “Aspirin” tablets to start 
“taking hold” of headache and similar 
pain a few minutes after taking. 





/) Madein 
Canada 


these two—young, self-willed, each of 
them on their own showing, clever, and 
desperately in earnest. A_ startled 
glance, a little fencing, and then the 
guards were down, and Melbourne, 
Stockmar, Leopold and the rest of 
them were forgotten. For a marriage 
of convenience, and a Royal marriage 
at that, it was like nothing else the 
history books had so far shown. 

The magic—if magic is the right 
word—that seemed to set Victoria 
apart from other, previous rulers was 
beginning to function. 


THEY WERE married on February 
10, 1840. For rather more than 
twenty years the pair of them set an 
example of private morality such as 
had not come from the highest places 
for perhaps a century and a half. 

Not that, at first, matters were 
entirely peaceful. There was that 
self-will and ability to be considered. 
Victoria was Queen; Albert was— 
what? Prince Consort; “the husband 
of a queen, but what does that mean? 
Nobody seems to know or care. Peel 
cuts down my income, Wellington 
refuses me my rank, the Royal family 
cry out against the foreign inter- 
loper.”” 

It was a cry from the heart from 
Albert. Stockmar counselled patience. 

“She will inevitably turn to you, 
sir.” 

But Albert shook his head gloomily. 
“I play the piano, read philosophy, 
walk about the palace. After all my 
high hopes—this!”’ 
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And Victoria, up to the eyes in 
affairs of state, as well as in other 
matters—there were babies by this 
time, a couple of them—held him 
back from advising her 

“The English are very jealous and 
suspicious of any foreigner interfering 
in their Government. In matters of 
State he must stand aside.” 

It boiled up finally into the familiar 
scene, when Albert, driven to despera- 
tion, resorted to making his wife 
jealous. Victoria, in an equal fury, 
sent for him. Albert took no notice, 
remained where he was, behind locked 
doors. The young Queen, flushed and 
furious, hurried down the corridors of 
Buckingham Palace to knock on those 
forbidding panels. 

“The Queen, Albert.” 

No answer. 

“Victoria, Albert.” 

Still silence. 

“‘ Albert—your wife!” 

The door opened, and the storm 
subsided . . . A good story, si e non 
vero; but Albert got his way, beyond 
a doubt, and from there on the “‘for- 
eign interloper” was more than a mere 
Queen’s husband. Much more; some- 
thing of a genius, this grave, studious 
middle-German. Another flash of that 
magic that went with Victoria; even 
his opponents, at his death, came to 
confess his wisdom and impartiality. 


SO THE middle years of the century 
went on. The hungry ’forties, with the 
repeal of the Corn Laws, the fearful 
and black # Continued on page 42 








WITHIN THE 
FAMILY CIRCLE 


Now's your chance, O searching lady fair, 
To choose the kind of clothes they ought to wear. 
No clever Mrs. Santa ever fails 
To outfit, tastefully, the family males. 
Arrow Shirts and Ties by Cluett, Peabody; Scarf and Pajamas by Forsyth; 


Viyella Sport Shirt and Sweater in Cable Stitch; Sleeveless Coat Hand- 
Knitted with Regent Sunrise (For a Lady.) 
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Naturatiy you want her to 
exclaim ‘‘How smart!”? ... 
now you can be sure she’ll 


say—‘‘and how practical!’’ too 





. . - When your Christmas gift | atest in lingerie . . . lingerie, either knitted or woven, that bears the 


mark of Courtaulds “‘Quality-Control”. © No matter how many vivid words we used to describe the qualities 


of lingerie thus identified they would all be symbolized in this little mark that tells you “IT’S TESTED*”’. 


Tested to wash and wear... tested to prove that the seams are equal to the strains she’ll put them 







to... and to make sure that the fabric will withstand any amount of 


[that seam fraying is out of the question and 












ironing. © 


that the 0 the colour you’ll wear again and again... 


then you ar te know the meaning of that big little word G 


a 


TESTED*. Y idy to hear that there is economy, as well, in 


garments : the Hallmark of Courtaulds ‘‘ Quality-Control”’ 


: the kind of rayon you’ye looked for! 





* All fabrics and garments bearing Courtaulds 
** Quality-Control” Hallmark are created of 
Courtaulds fine rayon yarns by leading Can- 
adian manufacturers and tested and approved 
by the nationally known Ontario Research 
Foundation. 





IT'S TESTED 


A FABRIC OF COURTAULDS RAYON ...IT’S TESTED 








42 


New Gam 
brings to Nomen the Ache 


“Skin-Vitamin’ 


@“I have always depended on Pond’s Vanishing 
Cream,”’ Mrs. Morgan says, “for smoothing little 


BETTER 
THAN EVER 


MRS. W. FORBES MORGAN 
OF WASHINGTON, D. C. 





rough places. It’s a grand powder base and over- 
night softener. But now with the new ‘skin-vita- 
min’ in it, it is better than ever for my skin. I am 
proud tobeoneof the first women toget its benefits.” 


“SKIN-VITAMIN!” Who ever heard 
of that? 

Doctors have known for some time 
that a certain vitamin is particularly 
beneficial to the skin. When we eat 
foods that contain it, this vitamin 
helps to keep skin healthy. 

Then doctors ap- 
plied this vitamin 





right to skin in cases of wounds and 
burns—and found it healed the skin 
more quickly! This is the “skin- 
vitamin” that you now get in Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream. 


Always grand for flaky skin 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream has always been 
especially good for smoothing out little 
rough places. That’s why it is such a 


grand powder base and overnight sof- 
tener. But now it is even better for the 
skin. Use it for helping your skin in every 
way. Its use makes the skin smoother, 
softer; softens lines; best of all, gives the 
whole skin a livelier, glowing look! 


Same jars, same labels, 
same price 
The new Pond’s “skin-vitamin” Vanish- 
ing Cream is on sale everywhere. The 
same jars, same labels, same price. 
The cream itself looks just the same. 
But remember—it now contains the 
precious “skin-vitamin.”” Not the “sun- 
shine” vitamin. Not the orange-juice vita- 
min, Not “irradiated.” But the vitamin 
that especially helps to maintain skin 
health. Use it and see how it improves 
your skin! 
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days in Ireland when the potato crop 
failed; 1848, the year of revolutions 
all across Europe; riots in England 
itself. Worse—attempted assassina- 
tion; a crazed man drawing a pistol on 
the Queen as she and Albert drove 
from Hyde Park. Buckingham Palace 
itself stoned. 

Not easy, either for Victoria or 
Albert. In the Corn Law debates, 
when Sir Robert Peel, singlehanded 
and against his own class, the great 
landed gentry, fought for cheap food 
for the masses, Albert himself, in the 
gallery of the House of Commons as a 
spectator, met with direct criticism 
from the floor. Disraeli, the flashy 
genius who was, oddly enough, to 
develop into Victoria’s own favorite 
chief minister, bluntly accused Peel 
of having “‘a sovereign in his hand— 
no, rather under his thumb.” The 
temper of the English, touchy as a 
wasp’s over interference, was still 
ready enough to flare. 

But the Corn Laws passed, the 
hungry "forties were left behind, and 
prosperity descended upon England. 
The Crimean War and the Indian 
Mutiny were incidentals in the ’fifties; 
Peel went, and Lord Palmerston suc- 
ceeded him, with Gladstone and Dis- 
raeli like twin stars rising in the 
background. There were wars and 
rumors of wars abroad; the sun of 
Prince Bismarck was beginning to 
blaze, too, on the German horizon, 
and Napoleon III was Emperor of the 
French. North and South in the 
United States were beginning to lift 
their hackles, 

But Victoria and Albert, by now in 
early middle age, worked steadily for 
peace. Palmerston regarded them with 
grim disapproval. 
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“That couple seem to think our 
foreign policy is some particular pre- 
serve of their own.” 

Perhaps—but it might well have 
been in worse hands, as 1861 was to 
show. In that year, with North and 
South fighting in America, and Palmer- 
ston, with the British cotton-merchants 
of Manchester all on the side of the 
South, came the Trent case; one of 
those minor incidents that mean little 
in themselves but may light up into an 
international calamity. 

Briefly, the South, blockaded by the 
North, tried to smuggle out a couple 
of representatives to Europe on a 
British ship, the Trent. The North, 
getting wind of it, stopped the ship on ¥ 
the high seas, searched it, and took the 
two men off, 

“An outrage!” Palmerston stormed. 
“Direct breach of international law 

Forthwith he sat down and drafted 
a note to the Washington government 
of Abraham Lincoln; a note that would 
quite certainly have led to trouble. 
There were limits, even to what a 
harassed Executive will stand. 

So thought Gladstone, now Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer. 

“The Queen and Prince Albert 
won’t like this,” he said. 

Palmerston grunted. “They’re at 
Balmoral,” he said. “Charming spot, 
Balmoral—so far away.” 

Nevertheless, Balmoral in the High- 
lands was not far enough. Victoria and 
Albert returned to London and faced 
Palmerston, with the insistence that 
the dispatch should be submitted to 
them before transmission. It is on 
record that the Queen threatened abdi- 
cation, In case of noncompliance. 

Palmerston had met his match, this 
time, and Continued on page 65 








GIRL AWAY 
FROM HOME 


TEST iT IN 9 TREATMENTS 
Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd., Dept.VM-90, Brock Ave., Toronto. Rush 
sf special tube of Pond’s new “‘skin-vitamin” Vanishing Cream, enough for 9 
treatments, with samples of 2 other Pond’s “skin-vitamin” Creams and 
5 different shades of Pond’s Face Powder. I enclose 10c to cover post 


With girls who go away to school, 

And apartment dwellers 

Things like these are, as a rule, 

Popular best sellers. & 
Lane Cedar Chest by Knechtels Limited; Mantel Radio by Westinghouse; Ivoris 


age and packing. 
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iren by Night died 


Luxury fashions with man appeal kp. | 
y¥™o 
BE ALLURING after dusk. It’s A 
the new style commandment. And \ 
these ‘gracious, softly molded on 
gowns with their feminine silhou- i a ns 
ette make you a man’s woman. \ 


No. 2620 suggests the loveliest Pe 
new noncrushable black, bur- Mage 
gundy or violet-blue velvet. The t 
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shirred corselet is distinctive. Try 
it or No. 2622 for a lazy, fireside 
Sunday tea. The latter would be 
gracious in one of the antique gold 
fabrics, if you like to be that 
richly dressed, 

Make No 2611 an invitation to 
dance—in delicate black net. 
No. 2623 is the most charming of 
hostess gowns. Wear it in ivory 
damask satin, or blue and silver 
tissue, or sapphire blue with wine 
crepe, to get the full effect of the 
draped bodice. 


Descriptions of Patterns on page 87 














Simplicity Pattern 
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Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, 
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Simplicity Pattern 
2614 


Tuck yourself into a sweet 


Simplicity Pattern 
2600 


Simple 
by Day 


young frock with an 


emphatic waistline 


Descriptions of Patterns on page 87 


Simplicity Pattern 
2605 


Wy 


YOU’LL WANT to do something constructive about the soft new woollens 
in their rich shades and lovely weavings. We'd suggest one of these interest- 
ing daytime frocks—No. 2600 for instance. Lovely soot black wool will make 
this two-piece frock with the molded silhouette distinguished. Trimming 
accents are so important—these contrast bindings give you your chance for 
a flare of color. Why not a dash of royal blue and plum yellow, with wine. 

There’s a neat turn to No. 2605, however you do it—with its modish 
corselet belt and up-slanted pockets. Do it in a myrtle green jersey and make 
your belt of copper-colored suede. 

Bosom pleats to make a nice secretarial-looking peplum distinguish the 
classic shirtmaker frock, No. 2614. It’s a fresh-looking, two-pieced number, 
practical for sport, office or gadding about. Try it in plum-colored wool with 
a burgundy suede belt and buttons, or olive green with a raspberry-shaded or 
chartreuse belt. 

The flattering swing skirt of No. 2610 makes it a favorite. There’s definite 
character to the notched-in belt and soft bodice. We'd suggest eggplant with 
bright red, maroon with raspberry, grey with maroon. 
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Simplicity Pattern 
2610 
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Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 48! University Avenue, Toronto. 
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For months, now, letters had been 
coming urging Miss Parrot to pack up 
and go. The neighborhood was long 
since listed as unsafe. Bandits, it 
seemed, were drawing in, and were re- 
puted to be lodged in those hills that 
looked like brown sugar lumps piled up 
against the leaden sky. Little ragged 
bands of men passed sometimes through 
the village, and over the plain, but they 
never did any harm, and Miss Parrot 
thought the whole thing a silly scare. 
If there had been any reason for her to 
go, Alec, she felt certain, would find 
some way of making her understand. 
He gave no sign, and Miss Parrot 
remained, a figure that grew gaunter 
and more grey with each passing year 
—who wore an untidy bun and clothes 
that somehow still kept about them a 
whisper of 1914, though Miss Parrot 
was convinced that, all things con- 
sidered, she had kept herself remark- 
ably up-to-date. And children grew 
and drifted out of her school and out of 
her ken, and new ones took their place, 
who looked exactly like the old ones, 
save that now they were thinner and 
worse clothed. And there was an in- 
creasing tendency to abandon girl 
children, at birth, on 
the river bank. Miss 
Parrot had already 
three on her hands, 
come by that way. 


SHE WASN'T really 
homesick, except at 
Christmas time, with 
all its memories. They 
still sent her out a 
box of toys and odd- 
ments from the vicar- 
age, Melton Bolding, 
and colored paper for 
making chains, and 
boxes of imitation 
frost, and little tin 
toys of various kinds. 
The parcels yearly got 
smaller, but they had 
not forgotten her al- 
together, yet. She 
was so busy at Christ- 
mastime, there wasn’t 
much leisure for 
brooding. Miss Par- 
rot kept the feast with 
might and main, 
there at the back of beyond, and it was 
the only treat the children ever got— 
their one glimpse into a fairyland more 
fortunate children know well. 

Tom Maladice always got a tree for 
her, in the town. It was sparsely lit 
because of late they had grown mean 
with the candles, but it was a Christ- 
mas tree, and it glittered, and by hook 
or crook, Miss Parrot managed to have 
a present for them all. The situation 
was aggravated by the fathers and 
grandfathers, who would push their 
way in too, and pinch the gifts that 
were intended for the children. One 
old man was so pleased with a mechani- 
cal duck, that Miss Parrot simply 
hadn’t the heart to take it from him. 
But she was always quite firm with 
them when they tried to pinch the ox 
and the ass from the side of the manger 
with its kneeling figures, that Miss 
Parrot always rigged up in one corner, 


Dismay; 


A day, 


Britons Never... 


Continued from page 11 


EMBERS 


By James Richardson 


‘ paper. 


Tho' | have gazed 
On dauntless love's 


Read its rue with 
Disillusioned eyes; 
Tho’ I've outlived’ 
Youth's magic of 


And my poor heart is 
Burdened, overwise; 


Still there are embers 
That once more will spring 
Into a slumbrous, 
Half-forgotten flame, 
Stirred by the ghosts of 
Songs you used to sing, 
Or a faint, passing 
Whisper of your name. 







You must draw the line somewhere. If 
the ox and the ass went, there would 
be nothing to make the Holy Family 
picture with the next year, for it 
would be impossible to replace them. 

The rats had been at the ox again. 
Miss Parrot simply could not imagine 
why they liked him so much, while 
at the same time, leaving the ass 
severely alone. 

What with seeing to all these things, 
and making the cakes and the sweet- 
meats, and teaching the children to 
sing Noel, Noel, Miss Parrot had her 
work cut out. There was no one to 
help her except the girls she had gath- 
ered from the river bank where they 
had been abandoned. They were now 
approaching womanhood, but none of 
them were very clever, not having had 
the best possible start. 
























Girlishly Soft 
and Smooth 









CHRISTMAS that year fell on a 
Sunday. On the Saturday night Miss 
Parrot was on a ladder, her mouth full 
of pins, putting finishing touches to 
the decorations. The little schoolhouse 
had taken on an immensely gay ap- 
pearance, really quite festive. Miss 
Parrot regarded it, her head on one 
side, her hair wispy 
because she had so 
little time . . . She 
was thinking what a 
lot you can do with 
tinsel and colored 
Not import- 
ant in themselves, 
but used the right 
way how well they 
disguised drab facts 
like cracked walls and 
peeling roofs. She 
was just on the verge 
of becoming philoso- 
phical, when a well- 
known rattle and 
clatter brought her 
down to earth to greet 
Tom Maladice, whose 
antique car stopped 
at the door with a 
colossal explosion. 

“Here, you’ve to 
come along out of 
this,” said Tom Mala- 
dice, and he was in a 
hurry. “Before you 
know where you are, 
you'll be cut off.” 

Miss Parrot said, vaguely, “Cut off 
from what?” 

There were times when he felt a little 
impatient with her. There were times 
when he thought living so much alone 
with the Chinese was making her 
queer. 

“Bandits, my dear,” he said. “We 
know for certain they are coming this 
way. They’ve sacked the country 
farther to the north. You've got to 
clear out Rie 

“At Christmas time? Leave all this? 
Not give them their party?” 

She was horrified at such a sugges- 
tion. Alec stuck it out. Alec did not 
quit when things grew uncomfortable, 
and neither would she. All about them 
the children stood, like yellow gnomes, 
not understanding, but perhaps sens- 
ing what was in the air. A little ice- 
cold hand was slipped into Parrot’s and 





























































then Happiness for TWO 


ingredients in Jergens are the same 
as many doctors use to smooth and 
whiten rough, chapped skin. Even 
one application softens amazingly! 
Romance usually comes to girls 
with charming hands. So don’t delay. 
Get Jergens Lotion today. Only 50¢, 
25¢, 10¢, $1.00 for the big economy 
size—at any drug, department, or 
10¢ store. “ 









































OUNG HANDS are adorable! Soft 
Vuur smooth! How much older 
your hands look when you let the 
skin get rough and dry. 

Simple exposure to wind or cold— 
or even the use of water—will take 
away youth-giving moisture from 
your hand skin. Then it’s like old 
skin—harsh, likely to crack—not nice 
to touch. 

Turn to Jergens Lotion for help. 
Jergens restores moisture to your 
skin because it soaks in. Of all lotions 
tested, Jergens proved to go in the 
best. You remember—it never 
feels sticky. Those two famous 




















MADE IN CANADA 


FRE E/ Purse-Size Bottle of Jergens 


Convince yourself—entirely free—how quickly 
Jergens goes in—softens rough harsh hands, 



















MAIL THIS COUPON, NOW 


Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd., 
Dept. 849, 
Perth, Ontario. 















I do want to try Jergens Lotion. Please send 
my purse-size—free. 
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and removed his knife and stuck it in a 
crevice near the door. The company 
breathed loud with relief. He came 
in friendship, not war! 

Miss Parrot clapped her hands and 
returned to her present-giving, ignor- 
ing Chai Shan completely, except for 
an occasional glance stolen from the 
corner of her eye. He was mouching 
about. He was remembering other 
days. His hands behind him, he 
regarded Miss Parrot’s Holy Family. 
They were old friends. Something 
tightened in Chai Shan’s throat. 

Miss Parrot, going on the principle 
that if you entirely ignore a trouble- 
some child, he sometimes behaves better 
than might be expected, took no notice 
whatever of him, beyond giving him a 
bowl of tea. 

“You can’t have a cake,” she said. 
“There aren’t enough to go round, and 
you never told me you were coming.” 

He stared at the hole in the school- 
house wall. 

“Tonight will mend,” said Chai 
Shan. 

“Yes, you might perhaps see to 
that,” said Miss Parrot, in the ordinary 
voice of one giving instructions to a 
plumber. He needn’t think she was 
frightened of him,.if he was a bandit! 
He was too old to be turned over her 
knee and treated with a shoe, but 
there were ways of putting him into his 
place, for all that. 

One by one, the ragged soldiers had 
crept back. Their yellow faces peered 
through the aperture made by the 
shell. They filled the doorway, and 
crowded into the already full room. 

“I’ve had some strange Christ- 
mases,” thought Miss Parrot. “But 
this beats them all.” 

And then, suddenly as they had 
come, they were gone. One moment 
the yard was full of them, and Chai 
Shan was mooning about among the 
children, fingering the toys, staring at 
the tree where the candles were long 
since burned out. The next, they had 
all disappeared, and the plain lay 
empty in the moonlight, and parents 
peered anxiously from the school gates, 
this way and that way, to see whether 
it was safe to go home. 

“Well, at least I’ve taught Chai Shan 


something, if only that it’s not polite 
to murder people at parties,” said Miss 
Parrot. She wondered whether they 
would return and finish her off in the 
night, and was quite surprised to wake 
up and find herself still there, and the 
little Chinese maidens singing about 
the house, as usual, still there, also. 

She heard a noise, and looked out. 
Four men were boarding up the hole 
in the wall, skilfully enough to keep 
the weather out. They had gone 
before she got out to thank them, and 
she nearly fell over two sacks of rice, 
and a bag of beans, and some little red 
sugar cakes, laid in a neat row on the 
doorstep. 

“Well, really, bandits are not as 
black as they are painted,” said Miss 
Parrot. But when she went to look at 
her Holy Family, arranged in the straw 
about the cradle manger at one end of 
the entrance, she saw the ox had gone. 

So like Chai Shan! Good at heart, 
but unable to keep his hands from 
picking and stealing . . . The child 
is father to the man indeed, thought 
Miss Parrot. But she had to laugh 
again. What did he think he was going 
to do with it, trekking about the 
unfriendly plains of China? Of all the 
unlikely things foolish men tell them- 
selves they must have, this seemed the 
most hopeless of all. 

She enjoyed penning her letter to 
Tom Maladice. It would show him she 
wasn’t the silly old woman, slave to a 
lot of sentimental fads, that she began 
to fear he thought her . She was 
somebody doing a job, and sticking to 
it, and refusing to quit when things 
got uncomfortable. As Alec had done, 
all those years ago. 

“The bandits came on Christmas 
night, as you said they might,” wrote 
Miss Parrot. “They made a hole in the 
wall, but no one was hurt much, and 
they mended it for me afterward, and 
left me some rice and beans. Most 
welcome. I found the leader was one of 
my old pupils, grown out of all recog- 
nition. Rough, of course, but really 
good at heart. They stole nothing but 
the ox belonging to my Holy Family. 
He was worn out, anyway.” 

She licked up the envelope, think- 
ing, ““Wouldn’t Alec laugh!” 


Live With a Man and Love It 


Continued from page 24 


Many a wife can help her husband to 
forget his office troubles for a while by 
suggesting that it’s time he fixed that 
dish he’s so good at. You'll hear him 
whistling as he bangs the pans around. 
Men often take on the hobby of cook- 
ing if the interest is carefully fanned. 
You not only gain by having a little 
patience with his first efforts, but he is 
happier too! He feels that he has an 
important part in the house, instead of 
just earning the money to keep things 
going. 

Your husband may not relish cook- 
ing, but still wants to help you around 
the house if you are a working wife. 
Then, for goodness sake don’t jump 
him when he splashes water on the 
floor as he washes dishes, or fuss when 
he puts the forks in the knife drawer. 
Change ’em over when you can, and 
slip some papers on the floor in front 
of the sink next time. Be thankful for 


help. He won't always be as awkward. 

A lot of women lose help and co- 
operation from husbands because they 
are too fussy about the way things are 
done. If you are that fussy, you’d 
better either stay home and do every- 
thing yourself—or not get married 
at all! 


The Unexpected Dinner Guest 


When a husband calls up at the last 
minute and wants to bring home dinner 
guests, don’t groan over the phone. 
That’s one of the quickest ways in the 
world to make him feel that after all it 
isn’t his house. He’s not really a 
partner in this homemaking experi- 
ment for two. 

Most likely his mother got upset 
about just this same thing, and because 
of it he didn’t often ask her to let him 
bring home the boys. He hoped you’d 
be different! # Continued on next page 
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We're 
ALL SPRUCED UP 
for a 


Merry Christmas 
* 


At Chalfonte-Haddon Hall 
you'll meet friendly people 
amid seaside surroundings and 
the familiar joys of Christmas. 
Stockings for the youngsters. 
Carols. Your own family feast. 
Stay for the climax, a grand 
New Year's Eve Party. 


LEEDS AND LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 


CHALFONTE- 
-HADDON HALL 


‘ATLANTIC CITY 
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TRAVEL TWINS 


The correct “Matched Set" idea, introduced 
by McBrine. Both cases perfectly matched 
in covering, colour and design, smartly 
expressing to-day's trend in tweeds and 
linens. One is an Aeropack that carries 
garments without wrinkling—the other a 
Vanity Case fitted with beauty accessories, 
etc. Strongly made yet light and ultra 
smart, the very newest in modern baggage 


You'll be proud to 
own baggage that bears 
the McBrine trademark. 







ft’s Smart to Travel 
with McBrine Baggage 


MAKES A PERFECT 





CHRISTMAS GIFT 


looking down she saw the baby of the 
school, Ah Tong, swathed in the 
bundle of rags he called his winter 
clothing. She smiled at him through 
her glasses. 

“Oh, no,” said Miss Parrot, softly. 

Tom Maladice was demented, for he 
had his orders and he did not know 
what to do. Obviously Miss Parrot was 
becoming a little mad. He had offered 
her a home of her own and the pro- 
tection of his name, and interesting 
work in comfortable surroundings, but 
she would have none of it, and now 
insisted on remaining out in the wilds 
to be massacred . . . The authori- 
ties must be informed at once, and 
they would have to do something. But 
even as he decided that, Tom Maladice 
knew that long before he could get 
word through, it might be too late. 


So he pleaded with her as he had 
never pleaded with any woman, and 
he might as well have saved his breath. 

“You can tell them I’m remaining 
here,” said Miss Parrot. “And if they 
do kill me, I wouldn’t bother. There 
are far too many old women in the 
world,” 

What could he do? He departed, 
almost weeping. She was not fit to look 
after herself and she would not let him 
look after her. When he had gone, 
rattling out of sight and hearing, Miss 
Parrot put the finishing touches to her 
party, and sent the children home, and 
slept soundly all that night, untroubled 
by Tom Maladice’s forebodings. And 
she dreamed, again, of Alec. There he 
was, along with the other good angels, 
and as usual she got the impression he 
was getting her ready for something. 
She was a little surprised to find it was 
her Santa Claus kit he was helping her 
into. She could feel his fingers, clumsy 
and gentle and fumbling, tucking the 
grey hair up inside the red hood, and 
fastening on her beard. She laughed 
when she awoke and remembered that. 
It was better to awake laughing, than 
remembering the white fields of Mel- 
ton Bolding, and the church bells 
ringing on Christmas morning, calling 
folks to prayer through the frosty 
sunshine . 


PARTIES AT the back of beyond begin 
early. Though the festivities were 
scheduled to commence at noon, there 
was already quite a crowd waiting in 
the schoolyard when Miss Parrot arose, 
and out of pity she Ict them in. The 
wind was so bitter, and their clothing 
so poor. They were a great nuisance, 
wandering about staring, fingering 
everything, getting in her way, but 
Miss Parrot had gone through it all 
before, and knew exactly what she was 


in for. 


At midday she donned her Santa 
Claus outfit. They had sent it three 
years ago, from Melton Bolding. It 
had had a huge success. At the begin- 
ning, they had all been frightened and 
ran away, but now they knew all about 
it. They crowded round her, excited, 
laughing, feeling the sack she carried, 
that contained their toys. It struck 
Miss Parrot that this was the sole 
occasion on which she ever heard them 
really laugh. 

“Really, lam becominga very ridicu- 
lous old woman,” said Miss Parrot, 
but she had to laugh as she caught sight 
of her little eyes twinkling through the 
slits in the mask. She made a convinc- 
ing Santa Claus, being so tall. 





She had dumped her sack, and gone 
through the usual performance of lin- 
ing up the children, and weeding out 
the fathers and grandfathers who 
would try so manfully to worm their 
way into the ranks of those to receive 
presents—when the bomb burst in the 
schoolyard. It blew a hole in the wall, 
letting in an icy blast that extinguished 
some of the candles on the tree. A 
piece of splintered wood made a hole in 
an old man’s head. He sat on the floor, 
looking at the blood, helpless and 
frightened. It was as if, with one 
accord, the entire company turned and 
looked at Miss Parrot, for succor, for 
help. 

Miss Parrot was not frightened. 
She was furiously angry. Forgetting 
her Santa Claus kit, she tore open the 
door and ran out. 

The schoolyard was full of soldiers. 
Ragged-looking men in blue clothes, 
with shabby hats, and badges on their 
arms. And every man had a gun. 

Miss Parrot stopped short. 

“Tom was right,” she thought, sur- 
prised. “They’ve come. But they’ve 
no business spoiling the party. After 
all the trouble I’ve taken . ef 

She opened her mouth to address 
them in her most official manner. But 
she got no farther. A soldier came up 
to her and seized her by the beard, 
rudely. 

He was as unprepared for what 
happened as she was. It wasn’t only 
the beard that came away in his hand, 
it was the entire face. He stood for an 
instant looking at it, appalled, then 
flung it away with a scream, and fled. 
And his horror spread to his compan- 
ions, as fire runs through dried grass, 
and they fled also, and now there was 
only one man left in the schoolyard— 
and Miss Parrot, still dressed as Santa 
Claus, but wearing her own face. 

A short square figure, carrying a 
gun, the inevitable knife at his belt, 
he stood peering up at Miss Parrot, 
and she peered down at him, and sud- 
denly she remembered. 

“Chai Shan! I might have known. 
I might have known. Well, you always 
said you’d kill me, didn’t you? I sup- 
pose you’ve come back to do it, but 
you must wait until after the party. 
You remember the Christmas party. 
It’s going on. You’ve blown some of 
the candles out.” 

He stared at her, his jaw dropped. It 
had never for amoment dawned on him, 
in a world where everything changed so 
rapidly, that she could still be there, 
and still the same. He peered into the 
schoolhouse, memory returning, and 
saw the children there, and saw the 
lights. He had once got a water pistol 
off that tree, and a tin helmet out of 
the sack. They were the only presents 
he had ever had in his life, given 
without condition. All else he wanted 
—he had to steal. 

He looked at her, suddenly ashamed. 
He swallowed hard. 

“Well, I can’t stand here talking to 
you all day. You'd better come along 
in,” said Miss Parrot tartly, since evi- 
dently she was not to die yet awhile. 
The company gave a gasp of terror and 
huddled together, like frightened sheep 
on a moor side road, thought Miss 
Parrot, when they saw who returned 
with her. Chai Shan stood for a mo- 
ment, his little fierce eyes regarding 
the company. 

Then he leaned his gun in the porch, 
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BOY I'M PAYING 
FOR LAST NIGHT'S 
PARTY. MY STOMACH 
1S SO ACID. 
HOW CAN YOU FEEL 
$0 GOOD? 










BECAUSE | WAS SMART 
AND TOOK TUMS. 
CHEW A COUPLE AND 
WATCH WHAT 
. HAPPENS TO YOUR 
ACID INDIGESTION. 
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AMAZING, FAST WAY T 
RELIEVE ACID INDIGESTION 


ES—TUMS, a remarkable discovery 

brings amazing quick relief from indiges- 
tion, heartburn, sour stomach, gas, and con- 
stant burning caused by excess acid. For TUMS 
work on the true basic principle. Act unbeliev- 
ably fast to neutralize excess acid conditions. 
Acid pains are relieved almost at once. TUMS 
contain no laxatives; no harmful drugs. Guar- 
anteed to contain no soda. Over 114 billion TUMS 
already used—proving their amazing benefit. 
Try TUMS today. Only 10c for 12 TUMS at 
all druggists. Most economical relief. Chew like 
candy mints. Get a handy 10c roll today, or the 
three roll economy package with metal con- 
tainer for only 25c. 








WHAT AN IMPROVEMENT 


Maybelline 


DOES MAKE/ 


Eyes framed by long, dark, luxuriant 
lashes—twin pools of loveliness! They 
are yours instantly and easily with 
Maybelline Mascara, either Solid or 
Cream form. Here is the very essence 
of romantic charm. 

Maybelline is harmless, tear-proof, 
non-smarting. Not waxy, beady or 
gummy. Applies simply, smoothly. gives 
a natural appearance. Tends to make 
lashes curl. More than ten million 
beauty-wise women from Paris to Holly- 
wood use Maybelline regularly. 75c 
everywhere. Black, Brown or Blue. 

Use the smooth Maybelline Eyebrow 
Pencil and creamy Maybelline Eye 
Shadow in flattering shades that harmo- 
nize with the mascara. Generous intro- 
ductory sizes of all Maybelline Eye 
Beauty Aids obtainable at 10c stores. 

TODAY —discover this thrill- 
ing way to lovelier, more enchant- 
ing beauty—with Maybelline— 
the eye make-up in good tastel 


DON'T LET COUGHING 


TEAR YOUR THROAT 


MILLIONS USE PERTUSSIN 
FOR QUICK RELIEF 


When jn catch cold and your throat feels dry or 
clogged, the secretions from countless tiny glands 
in your throat and _windpipe often turn into sticky, 
irritating phlegm. This makes you cough. 

Pertussin stimulates these glands to again pour 
out their natural moisture so that the annoying 
phlegm is loosened and easily raised. Quickly your 
throat is soothed, your cough relieved! 

Your cough may_be a warning signal from your 
respiratory system. Why neglect it? Do as millions 
have done! Use Pertussin, a safe and pleasant 
herbai remedy for children and grownups. Many 
physicians have prescribed Pertussin for over 30 
years. It's safe and acts quickly. Sold at all druggists. 


PERTUSSIN 


Pertussin Ltd., Dept, A 3. 
250 Atlantic Ave., Montreal 

Please send me a large Trial 
Bottleof Pertussin. I aces 10¢ 
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be surprised how much guests pick up 
of the atmosphere of your home—and 
sometimes they even sce that look 
you're handing your husband. If they 
are people you know and they arrive 
before you are ready, let them help set 
the table! They’ll feel at home, and 
festive if they have a part in it instead 
of having to sit stiff in the living room, 
while you and hubby rush around! 

You haven’t handsome silver and 
dishes! Don’t make excuses. It doesn’t 
help matters one bit, and will make 
your husband less proud of his home— 
subconsciously if not consciously he 
will get a conditioning and will be 
ashamed and not want to bring people 
home to see how happy you are 
together. 

Most people won’t even notice the 
dishes unless you call their attention 
to them! If you haven’t enough 
spoons and must go out and wash 
them between times, be yourself, and 
make a joke of it. You'll soon get the 
reputation of being a wonderful little 
helpmeet ! 

Everyone knows when you’re “put- 
ting on the dog,” and they would much 
rather you’d be natural and happy, 
even if you only hand out a good bowl 
of onion soup and the fact that the 
budget won’t stand any more strain 
this month, 

Never start going into debt for 
entertaining, or the foundation of your 
marriage is sure to crumble. After a 
while even the people you have enter- 
tained won’t respect you because you 
have been living beyond your means. 
There is always a day of reckoning, 
and, if your friends are the kind who 


don’t come any more, now’ that you 
can’t afford to entertain lavishly, 
you’ re better off without them. 

Keep your parties simple if you 
haven’t much money—and make up 
by being gay and natural. Your guests 
will have a much better time if they 
know you are not worrying about how 
much it is costing to entertain them. 

This may sound like a small thing to 
make such a lot of talk about, but 
you’d be surprised how many homes 
have been upset by just this one 
problem of trying to keep up with the 
Jones’s. 


The Clothes Problem 


MEN PRIDE themselves on their 
good taste in dress. Usually that pride 
is well deserved. The majority of men 
are conservative about color and style; 
and they seem to know how to type a 
woman in the kind of clothes she 
should wear. 

If your man likes ruffles, for good- 
ness sake go ruffly at least at home 
where he has a lot of chance to look at 
you! The effort will be worth while 
even if you don’t fancy ruffles on 
yourself. But when it comes right 
down to cases—how do you know you 
are right? Perhaps you are the ruffly 
type. 

It is well when you feel like sniffing 
over your husband’s taste in clothes, 
to remember that some of the very 
finest style experts are men. How do 
you know that but for the fate that 
threw him into other work your 
husband might have been a better 
dress designer than the most famous 
of them? He hasn’t had a chance to 


A GIFT FROM 
THE HEART 







Present for a lady from the man who, very soon, 
Will offer her half interest in a private honeymoon. 
Ronson Lighter from Percy Hermant; Lady Elgin Watch; Orange Blossom 


Rings in Matched Design; Timepact from Percy Hermant; Perfume Mascarade 
by L. T. Piver; Corday Eau de Cologne; Cedar Chest by Honderich. 









OUR MOTTO—UNTIL 

JOHN LEARNED HOW 
TO ALKALIZE 

ACID INDIGESTION 
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OH JOHN, HERES AN INVITATION 
TO THE DINNER OF THE SEASON. 







NO USE -ID HAVE AN 
ATTAGK OF ACID 
INDIGESTION- BAD 
FOR ME AND WORSE 
ON THE 
















IT NEUTRALIZES 
EXCESS ACID 

ALMOST \IMME- 
DIATELY MAKES 
YOU FEEL 
LIKE NEW 


















TELL MRS RITZ WELL 
COME TO HER DINNER 
PARTY. DOC TOLD ME *- 
TO TAKE SOME PHILLIPS 
TABLETS ALONG — 

EVERYTHING WOULD 





















BOY WHAT A DINNER / 
-AFRAID | ATE AND 
DRANK TOO MUCH. 
NOW I'LL TAKE MY 












; ta PHILLIPS’ TABLETS 

oo LIKE THE DOCTOR 

1M SO EXCITED (SiR J SAID. SURE HOPE 
iLL LET HER A 






KNOW RIGHT 
Away / 
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SIGNS WHICH OFTEN 
INDICATE 
“ACID STOMACH” 


Pain after eating 









MARY, | FEEL LIKE A. 
MILLION DOLLARS-NO | 
GAS -NO STOMACH UPSET 

-NO ACID INDIGESTION, 









































LiKe A NEW LEASE Indigestion 
Nausea 
Loss of Appetite 
WONDERFUL. ['M Feeling of Weakness 
gconcroave I Sieeplessnes 
a.) OF MAGNESIA TO Mouth Acidity 
Ss THE CHILDREN, Sour Stomach 


Frequent Headaches 





SSS Too. it acts 
a SO FAST 
To Alkalize Acid Indigestion Be Sure 
You Get Phillips’ 


fast relief. You feel like a different 
person. 

When you're going out carry your 
alkalizer with you—always—in tab- 
lets. They taste like peppermint. 
They cost 25c. for 30. When you 
buy insist on Genuine Phillips’. 


With “acid indigestion” it stands to 
reason that the longer it goes, the 
worse it gets—and the harder it is to 
alkalize. Therefore, act at the first 
sign of distress. 

If you would relieve and “head 
off” nausea, “‘upset stomach”, heart- 
burn, gas, the thing to do is alkalize 
immediately. 

Try this quick-acting way: take 
two Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
tablets—or two teaspoons of the 


THE ORIGINAL IN LIQUID FORM 
For use at home and with 
children millions ask for 
genuine Phillips’ Milk of 
Magnesia in its original liquid 







liquid which have the same alkalizing form, ; 
effect. ~, 
Almost at once you feel “acid 
indigestion” curbed. “Acid head- MADE IN 
CANADA 


aches”, acid breath, pains from acid 
indigestion—all are given amazingly 


PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia 
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CL Clean 


IS THE SECRET OF RADIANT BEAUTY 


Beauty authorities agree that thorough 
cleansing is the most important step in 
complexion care. A simple step, too, 
since & Ramsdell created the 
new Golden Cleansing Cream —a 
more efficient skin cleanser could not 
be obtained. 


~NEW KIND OF CLEANSING 


Golden Cleansing Cream contains a 
remarkable new ingredient, colloidal 
gold, with an amazing power to rid 
pores of dirt, makeup and other 
a. You can’t see or feel this 
idal gold, any more than you can 
see the iron in = . But its special 
action makes Golden Cleansing 
many times more thorough than ordi- 
nary cleansers, and tones and invigorates 
skin tissues meanwhile. 


Make This Simple Test ! 


your usual skin cleanser. 
pe it off with tissue. Your 
face seems clean—— but is it? 


& Ramsdell (Canada) Limited, | 
erin St., Toronto 1 
Enclosed find 25c in stamps for which ; 
§ please send me my trial size jar of Golden | 
: 5 and gg Cream. C-ll ; 
1 1 

! 


aR ipo icranpdesnsonine : 


: 
: Oc isestecs RE i sink 
4 er 












Make the best of it, even if you have 
to add canned vegetables to the stew at 
the last minute in order to make it 
stretch enough to go around. Maybe 
you will have to dig into that precious 
house money to buy steak or chops. 
But do it. 

“But,” you say, “it’s so thoughtless 
of him not to let me know ahead of 
time. He could put them off until 
another day when I could do so much 
better!’ 

All right, have you ever wanted to 
do something on the impulse of the 
moment? Perhaps you’ve said to a 
girl friend, ““Come along home to 
supper and take what we have.” 

He feels that way too occasionally, 
and he’s paying all or at least half of 
the bills. Yet he isn’t head of the larder 
department. The only thing he can do 
is to call and tell you he’s bringing one 
of the men. Most likely he’ll do even 
better than that, by asking you if you 
want him to stop for food on the way 
home. Don’t be a martyr and turn him 
down. Let him think of steak if he’s in 
the mood. 

If he hasn’t the chance or inclination 
to shop, do some lightning calculation 
of your own. The swell spaghetti you 
make that everybody raves over. 
Twenty minutes for the stuff to boil; 
put the sauce together and there you 
are! 

Or perhaps creamed shrimps and 
waffles. You have the makin’s in the 
house if you are smart. 

The wise wife keeps a small supply of 
canned stuff up on a high shelf for just 
such emergencies, and refills when she 
is a little flush in pocketbook, or in a 
mood for shopping. 

A can of pineapple with a boiled 
custard over it is a jiffy dessert and 
good to see and eat. There are a lot of 














































TO DAD WITH LOVE 


Why not buy things that a man will use 

Instead of gadgets he hastens to lose? 

Taking the trouble to choose the right present 

Will make life with father increasingly pleasant. 
Univex Projector and Ciné 8 Camera from Percy Hermant; Evening Set, Paris 
Garters and Braces from A. Stein; Lifebuoy Shaving Cream from Lever 


Brothers; Desk Set and Pen and Pencil Set by Waterman; Macdonald's 
British Consols. 


easy ones like that, and they taste 
good to a man who has to eat at a 
restaurant all the time. Even cheese 
and crackers get by for dessert if you 
serve plenty of good coffee. 

Keep the recipes for some quick 
dishes where you can get at them 
easily. You'll soon find that you have 
a dinner all planned before your 
husband has hung up the receiver. 

You don’t know, perhaps a lot hinges 
on that little dinner at home. Maybe 
the boss wants to look you over and 
find out if you are the right wife to go 
with a man who takes charge of a new 
branch of the business. Your husband 
may think a home meal in a cozy, 
quiet atmosphere will get the right 
signature on the dotted line when 
nothing else will! Play up to him at 
the time, and then later when he’s 
happy and talks about how swell 
things went off, suggest that you could 
do an even better job if informed even 
a couple of hours ahead of time. But 
don’t give him the idea that it is too 
much work and his friends aren’t 
welcome any time, or that you won’t 
be willing to sprint once in a while for 
him! He’ll appreciate the effort you 
make even if he doesn’t tell you so. 

Most men won’t even notice that the 
living room isn’t dusted, but they will 
notice if you look tired and worn out 
from rushing around. Besides, you 
won’t be gay and good company, and 
the whole idea of hospitality will be 
defeated in its purpose. 

Leave the dust, if you haven't 
plenty of time, but get into a fresh 
dress and leap to your cooking! 

When the guests arrive, don’t give 
your husband a meat axe look when 
you think the guests aren’t looking. 
That will throw off his whole mood 
and perhaps ruin everything. You'd 
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Keeps the Hair 
Young 


} OU can always recognize an 
EVAN-WILLIAMS SHAMPOO'D 


head by the richness of the 
colour, the softness, and the 
natural lustre. . . loveliness in its 
most delightful form. 


“ORDINARY” for DARK HAIR. 
“CAMOMILE” for FAIR HAIR. 


Shampoos 10c. each—3 for 25c. 


EVAN 


aA OP 
——BNzele, 








DON’T 
NEGLECT 
A COLD 





EDrarrecsine chest colds and minor throat 
irritations should never be neglected. 
They usually respond to the application 
of good old Musterole. Musterole brings 
relief because it’s a ‘‘counter-irritant”’ 
—NOT just a salve. It penetrates and 
stimulates surface circulation, helps to 
overcome local congestion and pain. 
Recommended by many doctors and 
nurses—used by millions for 30 years. 
Made in Canada, in three strengths: 
Regular, Children’s (mild), and Extra 
Strong. All druggists, 40¢ each. 













special care for the eyes. 
Your eyes are subjected daily 
‘to light glare, dust, smoke, 
strain from reading, sewing, work- 
ing. Help nature protect your most 
priceless possession by cleansing, 
soothing and relaxing your eyes with 
the daily use of Murine. Healthy eyes 
are beautiful eyes. For over 40 years Murine 
has helped keep eyes healthful and rested. 
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footman, “Please put Alfred in the 
car.” 

Just at present her favorite book is 
“Tales from Greek Mythology.” 

Princess Margaret is one of the most 
assiduous listeners to the “Children’s 
Hour” program. Her sister does not 
attend to it much unless she chances to 
overhear the magic word “horse,” 
when she instantaneously becomes all 
ears. Both Princesses are very quick 
at picking up tunes from the wireless. 

The schoolroom takes in The Chil- 
dren’s Newspaper and Punch; and 
every morning the Queen points out 
to Princess Elizabeth what she con- 


siders the most important items of 


news in the daily papers. 

The list of the names of the books she 
reads is not the only record Princess 
Elizabeth keeps. Every Saturday she 
is given one shilling for pocket-money, 
and of the expenditure of this vast 
income she neatly enters every single 
penny in a little book kept for the 
purpose. Like her grandmother Queen 
Mary, Princess Elizabeth is naturally 
very methodical, and she and her sister 
have always been taught to be meticu- 
lously tidy—to fold up their clothes at 
night and then put all their playthings 
away. 

Both children are fond of knitting 
and embroidery and many other kinds 
of handiwork, and each year during the 
months of November and December 
they are busily and excitedly engaged 
in making all the Christmas presents 





they are to give away. For this purpose 
they copy out and illuminate poems, 
make lavender bags and pincushions 
and do drawings, paintings, and lino 
cuts, etc. These preparations for 
Christmas are made with the utmost 
secrecy, and whenever an approaching 
step is heard all the unfinished works of 
art are feverishly scuffled out of sight. 

Some years ago, Princess Elizabeth, 
her cheeks flushed, her eyes shining 
greeted a visitor with the words: 

“Shut your eyes and I will lead you 
into the schoolroom to show you some- 
thing. Don’t be frightened, I won’t let 
you bump into anything.” 

The visitor meekly submitted to 
some rather hazardous steering, but 
before the right place was reached, 
Princess Margaret impishly called out: 
“Open your eyes.” Gladly obeying, 
the lady saw a delightful picture of 
fairies, entirely designed, drawn and 
painted by Princess Elizabeth, and 
signed “Lilibet, 1933.” 

““A Christmas present all ready 
now!” (it was early in November) 
explained the artist when she had 
recovered from her annoyance at her 
sister’s intervention, “‘and guess who 
it’s for. It’s for Grannie Queen!” 

A great interest in Princess Eliza- 
beth’s life is a magazine entirely 
organized and run by children. To 
this interesting organ she is a regular 
and very spirited contributor, and no 
doubt that before long the Princess 
Margaret # Continued on next page 
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THE RELATIVE PROBLEM 


These are such things as Santa Claus 

Designed for aunts and cousins. 

They'll bless you fervently because 

They use them by the dozens. 
Yardley Gift Set; Cameo Linen from Barber-Ellis; Lady Esther Gift Set; 
Kayser Hose and Gloves; “Canadian Girl” Watch by Bulova; Helena 


Rubinstein Beautility Kit; Ronson Beauticase; Twissors by the makers of 
Kurlash products; Eau de Toilette by Elizabeth Arden. 
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Make Christmas Brighter- 
ye 


SWEET CAPS 
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“The purest : 
eee Gaily packaged for Christmas 
be smoked.”” in 50's, 100’s, 200's. 











Lancet 





‘comrles' 2 


SLEEK and SOFT 
AS SILK 


No more need to shiver and catch cold 
to retain natural slim lines! These new 
Comfies are incredibly sleek and glove- 


fitting—but they also keep you warm as 


toast. Satin-smooth to the skin. _ ae 


Made in three distinctive 
and lovely fabrics in 


cream and pink. 


(ish for WOOLLEN 


COMEFIES 
by STANFIELD'S 
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~@ Yesterday Mary was at the 


office as usual. It was only a 
slight cold. Today she’s away 
ill. The “slight” cold devel- 
oped into something more 
serious. 

There’s only one way to treat 
colds, and that is to go right 
after them at the first 
signs. Take a cold remedy 
that gets at the SOURCE 
of the trouble. Take GROVE’S 
BROMO QUININE. It does 
the four nec things to 
drive the cold right out of 


your system quickly and 


- effectively. 


1. It opens the bowels 
gently but effectively. 

2. It combats the cold 
germs and fever in the 
system. 

3. It relieves the headache 
and “grippy” feeling. 

4, It tones up the system 
and helps fortify against 
further attacks. 


At the first vt of a cold go 
right to your druggist and buy 
a box of GROVE’S BROMO 
UININE. They're in a 
E box. The large size 
gives you 20% more for your 
money. They now come sugar 
coated or plain. 
If taken promptly GROVE’S 
BROMO QUININE will usu- 
ally ~—* cold within 24 
hours. is is the kind of 
action you need to drive out 
that cold at'once. 





try out his natural instinct for color 
and cut! 

Many a girl has looked only fairly 
well in her clothes at the time of her 
marriage, and, later, with the help of 
her husband has turned out to be a 
distinctive dresser, or even a dashing 
beauty just by the change in her style 
of clothes. 

You may love green and think you 
are the cat’s whiskers in your new 
dress! But perhaps to other eyes it 
isn’t good at all; makes your skin 
sallow and your eyes look sunken. The 
saleslady who sold it to you is used to 
sizing women up. She sees you like 
green, and you are crazy over the 
dress. Do you think for a minute she’s 
taking the chance of losing a sale by 
telling you that it brings out all the 
yellow in your skin? You’d most likely 
go to some other store for your green 
dress. Even your best girl friend 
would hesitate to tell you the truth. 

But your husband has a share in you. 
He wants you to look your very best 
because you are his choice—and he 
wants to be proud of the product he’s 
picked out. Then don’t blow up when 
he says, “You sure look like the 
dickens in green, Sadie!” Take it on 
the chin. After all you don’t have to 
look at your own face above that green 
—he does! 

Your husband will turn on the street 
to look at an extreme dress or hat on 
another woman, but most men don’t 
carry their interest so far as to want 
such dresses in their own family! They 
are curious perhaps, and in their own 
minds wondering what women will do 
next. But you rarely see an intelligent 
man out with a girl who is such an 
extreme dresser that folks turn on the 
street to look at her. This is likely the 
reason some girls can’t catch the sort 
of man they admire most. 

If a woman is beautiful, or so well 
groomed that she attracts attention, 
well, that’s another matter! He’s 
pleased with the admiring glances she 
draws. 

Don’t think you must be drab or 
unexciting. A red hat in the proper 
place and with the right clothes be- 


comes something gay and enchanting. 
But be sure of yourself before you rush 
into clothes loud and extreme in cut. 

If you have a wild desire to become 
exotic and bizarre, confine it to your 
own four walls, and even then control 
yourself if your husband is liable to 
fits! 

This goes for unusual make-up too. 
Heavy pasted-on lashes and intense 
eye shadow get some men’s goats. 
Lipstick, if it is too violent, becomes 
“that stuff,” and he’s off it forever. 

Let your husband go along with you 
once in a while to pick out a new hat or 
frock. Most men just eat up the 
chance; it gives them a proprietary 
interest in what you wear. 

If your husband won’t go along, but 
fusses and grunts over what you buy, 
have the dresses sent homeon approval, 
and let him get his grunts all out before 
you buy them. It will help with even a 
grunter, to have his ideas on clothes 
catered to. Grunters and sniffers in the 
clothes affair often turn a complete 
somersault and take a keen interest if 
you give them half a chance. 

Another point before we leave the 
clothes business. If your husband has 
invited guests and you know he wants 
to make a good impression, let him 
choose the dress you are to wear on the 
occasion. Then he can never say you 
didn’t look your best! If you have on a 
dress he likes, it helps along the whole 
evening. Perhaps you don’t know the 
people at all, and might wear a fussy 
dress when a sports outfit would be 
more appropriate. 

Never, no never, go suddenly formal 
when your husband is wearing a busi- 
ness suit, and will be made to feel 
uneasy! Let the other women think 
what they like if you are under-dressed 
for the occasion, but never give him a 
chance to be at a disadvantage be- 
cause you are over-dressed. A dark 
frock cut low will get you by in most 
cases, and not be conspicuous. Let 
your own personality be the thing that 
attracts people, not your clothes 
hitting them in the eye. You know, 
even a wax dummy in a window can 
look wonderful in fine clothes! 


The King’s Daughters 


Continued from page 18 


Molesworth; “The Wind in the Wil- 
lows,”’ Kenneth Grahame; “The Gold- 
en Age,” Kenneth Grahame; “The 
Voyages of the Argonauts,” J. R. 
Bacon; “South with Scott,” Rear- 
Admiral Evans; “True Stories about 
Horses,” L. Gask; “‘Wandy the Wild 
Pony,” A. Chaffee; “Dr. Dolittle,” 
Hugh Lofting. 

A marked preference for stories 
about horses and dogs and, indeed, 
every kind of animal is shown through- 
out this record of books read. 

Princess Elizabeth, who is blessed 
with a love for poetry, tells me that 
Wordsworth’s “Daffodils,” Longfel- 
low’s “Hiawatha,” and several of 
Walter de la Mare’s are among her 
favorite poems. She learns poetry by 
heart with great ease and says it very 
well. Among her present repertoire are 
Wordsworth’s “Daffodils,” “London 
Snow,” by Bridges, “From a Railway 
Carriage,” by R. L. Stevenson and 
“Then,” by Walter de la Mare. 

Needless to say, she likes to choose 


her books. The only time her exem- 
plary manners ever allowed her to look 
a gift-horse in the mouth was when a 
certain dignitary of the Church, who 
had been staying at Glamis Castle, 
announced his intention of sending her 
a book as a memento of his pleasant 
visit. 

“Oh, thank you!” she said. “It 
would be kind of you to send me a 
present, but if it is a book, do you 
think it could be not about God, because 
I know everything about Him!” 


PRINCESS MARGARET, though 
her appearance does not suggest a 
bookworm, is also a rapacious reader 
and apt to become entirely engrossed 
in some favorite book. During the whole 
of one week-end at Royal Lodge she 
had been absorbed in a child’s book 
about Alfred the Great. Not having 
been able to finish it, and in a fever of 
fear lest it should get left behind, just 
before starting for London she said 
to an anxious-to-oblige but bewildered 
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Women expect to he ‘spoiled 
at Xmas. 


Which woman does not like 
to be ' spoiled‘ at such times 
as this—to receive a gift 
which shows flattering fore- 
thought-—a gift by Morny. 
For the name Morny is in 
itself a guarantee of quality 
and a criterion of good taste. 


CHAMINADE : FRENCH FERN 
GARDENIA - JUNE ROSES 
PINK LILAC ° TENTATION 


MORNY, REGENT ST., LONDON 
Canadian Distributors : 


MAURICE LEVY COMPANY, 
973, St. Antoine St., Montreal 





GRAY HAIR 


@ Quickly and safely you can tint those streaks of 
y to lustrous shades of blonde, brown or black. 
ROWNATONE and a small brush does it. Used and 
approved for over twenty-four years. Guaranteed 
harmless. Active colering agent is purely vegetable. 


Cannot affect waving of hair. Economical and lasting 
—will not wash out. Simply retouch as new gray ap- 
pears. Imparts rich, beautiful color with amazing 
speed. Easy to prove by tinting a lock of your own 
hair. BROWNATONE is only 50c—at all drug and 


toilet counters—always on a money-back guarantee. 








Corns Come Back Bigger, Uglier 
= unless removed Root* and All 


@ Don’t take chances by paring corns at home. 
Corns come back bigger, uglier, more painful than 
ever, unless removed Rootand All, End that corn for 
good with this new, double-action Blue-Jay method. 
Pain stops instantly, by removing the pressure. Then 
the corn lifts out, Root and All in 3 short days. (Ex- 
ceptionally stubborn cases may require a second 
application.) Blue-Jay is a tiny, modern, scientific 
corn plaster, held snugly in place by Wet-Pruf ad- 
hesive. Try this Blue-Jay method now. 


BLUE-JAY 


BAUER &6 BLA 


SCIENTIFIC CORN PLASTERS 





*A >iug of dead cells root-like in form and position. If 
left may serve as focal point for renewed development. 
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Star Dust in Your Hair 


Continued from page 34 


curls that fall over her forehead. 

Use your own judgment about your 
evening hairdress, so long as it is 
romantic, colorful and very feminine. 
But here are some important points to 
watch: 

Let your nose decide your part. 
Emile of the Plaza, tells me that ninety- 
eight per cent of women have crooked 
noses. Don’t draw a line across your 
head that will point like an arrow to a 
defect in your nose. 

However much necklines go up, 
don’t put yours up if your back hair- 
line is ugly, says Guillaume. You can 
get the upward effect from the sides 
and still leave a cluster of curls at the 
nape of the neck. 

Pull your hair off your ears in the 
evening,unless your ears are ugly. Then 
draw the hair softly over them, bringing 
it up at the temples and behind the 
ears. You will still get the upward 
line. 

The very young girl will look better 
with her hair drawn back, but not too 
much up. That will make her look 
matronly. When you’re young, let the 
hair look as informal, as natural in 





design as possible. Don’t start to be 
mysterious until you’ re at least twenty- 
two. Veils, feathers, coronets, orna- 
ments will be better after that age than 
before. Don’t let your curls get too 
low at the back or you’ll get a sagging 
effect. 

Most of the best-known hairdressers 
today aren’t dyeing hair. They 
simply bring out the beauty of the 
natural shade, or give it an added 
brilliance. Reddish-tinted hair has 
supplanted the platinum blonde in 
popularity. The latter scarcely exists 
today. Guillaume predicts that within 
two years, white hair will be the most 
popular shade. 

The only new fashion which rates in 
popularity with the elaborate top of 
the head hairdress is the short, sleek- 
on-back-of-the-neck cut that a number 
of Paris women are adopting for tailored 
occasions, says a well-known French 
authority. Even then, for evening, the 
cluster of curls is added for high, piled- 
up effects, with pompadours, clusters, 
waves and bangs. 

It’s a season for night blooming. 
Please try it. 


TO SISTER 


If sister is a gadabout, 

That's evidence enough — 

She's definitely mad about 

This useful beauty stuff. 
Cutex Oriental Set from Northam Warren; Gemey Gift Set by Richard 
Hudnut; Morny Bath Gift Set from Maurice Levy; Vita-Ray Set from 


Lillico Limited; Beauty Box by Pond's; Tangee Gift Package trom 
Palmers Limited. 
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LET hes EYES 


BE YOUR GUIDE 
aS 


She'll say “You’re a dear’”’ 
if you choose her makeup 


by the 


COLOR EYE 


A. A lovely five-piece Eye- 
Matched Makeup Christmas 
gift kit, priced at $3.25... 
containing Marvelous Face 
Powder, Lipstick, Rouge, Eye 
Shadow, Mascara. 


B. A charming three-piece set 
at $2.50 . . . containing Mar- 
velous Face Powder, Lipstick, 
Rouge. 


Besides these, there are four 
other lovely Marvelous gift sets, 
priced to suit every purse. 


Marvelous Eye-Matched Makeup is keyed to a woman’s personality color, 
the color that never changes, the color of her eyes. Marvelous solves the gift 
problem perfectly, here’s all you do; make sure of the color of HER eyes, 
Then at the nearest drug or cosmetic counter ASK FOR . . . Marvelous 
Dresden type if her eyes are Blue, Continental if her eyes are Hazel, Parisian 
if her eyes are Brown, Patrician if her eyes are Gray. Copyright 1937. 


ee The SyeMathed MAKEUP 


RICHARD HUDNUT 


PARIS - BUENOS AIRES - NEW YORK- TORONTO .~ LONDON - SYDNEY - CAPETOWN 


= a 


Here is a 
Beauty Course 
for You! 


These seven Chatelaine Service 
Bulletins tell you just how you 
can look your most attractive 
self at all times. 


DRESSING YOUR FACE — 


The best methods of applying lipstick, 
powder, rouge and other make-up 
subtleties are concisely explained in 
this Service Bulletin No 17. Price 10 
cents. 


HOW TO CARE FOR 
YOUR HAIR 


Brushing, Massage, Shampooing, Wav- 
ing—here are all the latest ideas on 
looking after your hair. Service Bulle- 
tin No. 16—10 cents. 


BEAUTIFUL HANDS 


Every woman carries her character in 
her hands! Service Bulletin No. 15 tells 
you how to make the most of the beauty 
your hands possess. Price 5 cents. 


A LOVELY SKIN 


Your skin is worthy of the bést care and 
attention you can give it. Y6u’ll find all 
sorts of helpful hints on the care of 
your skin in Service Bullétin No. 18— 
price 10 cents. 


of CANADA 
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HOW TO BE AS FRESH 
AS A FLOWER 


All aids to beauty count for nothing 
without an immaculate toilet. You can 
look fresh and vital if you follow the 
adviée of this Bulletin No. 19—price 5 
cents. 


CORRECTING FAULTY 
PROPORTIONS 
Too Short? Too Tall? Too Fat? Too 


Thin? Service Bulletin No. 20 shows 
you how you can dress to your best 


advantage by correcting your faulty 


proportions in the clever use of line, 
fabric and color. Price 10 cents, 


KEEP YOUTH IN YOUR 
SKIN 


The Beauty Editor of ‘“‘Chatelaine”’ tells 
you how to retain the glow and clear 
smoothness of your youthful com- 
plexion in this Service Bulletin No. 21— 
price 5 cents. 


Order by number from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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foes. Made nd guste by Sevens 


Port Elgin, Ontario. 





Jhue steps iv 
| LOVELINESS 


e egy tg own natural coloring in 


your lips, and skin tones; but avoid 


that “made-up” look. The Color Change 
Principle avaiable in Tange lipsic, rou : 
individually 


out a liveliness and sparkle 
your own. Ends that painted look! 











Try These Three Essentials 


Ti Lipstick: Your lips become 
the blush rose natural to you. 
Tangee Powder: Blends naturally 
with your own skin tones. 
Tangee Rouge: Compact or 
Cream form. Your cheeks become a 
delicate color that is yours alone. 
All contain the magic Tangee Color 
Change Principle. Try Tangee today. 










we 4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-UP KIT 











Palmers Ltd., 750 Vitre Street W., Montreal, Can. 
' Rush Misacle Make-Up Kit containing miniature 
Tangee Lipstick, Rouge Compact, Creme Rouge, 
I Face P. , 15¢ in coin—(stamps not ac > 
I cH. 12 | 
| Name | 
b Address 
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will be submitting some very original 
literary efforts to the editor. 






PRINCESS ELIZABETH still finds 
the process of being fitted for her 
clothes a very trying ordeal. Her 
younger sister already takes far greater 
interest in dress and is indeed very 
particular both as to the style and cut 
of her garments. She likes gentle colors 
— what dressmakers call “pastel 
shades”—while her elder sister prefers 
rather bright colors, especially yellow. 

In the mornings they usually wear 
kilts and jerseys and cardigans, and all 
their everyday garments are delightful- 
ly comfortable. For riding they wear 
jodhpurs and jockey-caps, and each of 
them is the proud possessor of a hunt- 
ing-crop which was once the property 
of their beautiful great-grandmother, 
Queen Alexandra. 

On special occasions they appear in 
lovely clothes, One can imagine Queen 
Elizabeth’s delight in having two 
pretty daughters to dress, and how 
much loving care goes to choosing the 
petalled frocks of palest pink, primrose 
yellow and speedwell blue; all the deli- 
cate attire in which the two little 
Princesses look like one hedgerow 
flower after another. 

Princess Margaret likes to have a 
great many frills on her frocks for she 
wishes to resemble a ballerina as closely 
as possible. Her favorite doll, Belinda, 
must always be dressed exactly like her, 
and whenever her own growth necessi- 
tates the letting down of a hem, 
Belinda’s dress must also be lowered, 
Before each journey Princess Margaret 
packs Belinda’s clothes in the favorite 
doll’s own travelling trunk. On every 
fine day she is taken out for an airing 
in a little perambulator and every night 
she is tucked up in a bed by her owner. 

I think Princess Margaret is fonder 
of dolls than her sister has ever been. 
Belinda and her companions have to 
endure very rigorous hair-brushing and 
frequent opening and shutting of their 
eyes. But at present the favorite play- 
thing of the Princesses, one they must 
share—a super-doll, with whose hair 
and eyes Princess Margaret is not 
allowed to tamper, is their very engag- 
ing cousin, Prince Edward of Kent. 
And now he has a doll of his own—a 
baby sister whom he graciously allows 
Princess Elizabeth, but not Princess 
Margaret, to nurse. They are also very 
fond of their little cousins’ mother, the 
Duchess of Kent, and of their other 
aunt, the Duchess of Gloucester. The 
Duke of Windsor—“ Uncle David’ as 
they call him—is a |very great favorite 
with both his nieces. There were always 
cries of delight whenever he came into 
the nursery or the schoolroom, 




























































NATURALLY the Princesses are over- 
whelmed with invitations, but Queen 
Elizabeth, who does not believe in too 
much organized enjoyment for the 
young, firmly refuses to take her 
daughters to too many children’s 
parties. The few that they do attend 
they enjoy passionately. 

Once, when she was still very young, 
Princess Margaret was taken to a 
children’s party where a conjurer was 
performing. She was pressingly re- 
quested to sit in the front row, but 
nothing would persuade her to leave 
the back seat she had chosen. 

“But you will see so much better,” 
urged her hostess. 



















“*T shall see too well,” firmly answered 
Princess Margaret. 

The first public appearance Princess 
Elizabeth ever made with her mother 
was at a concert for children given when 
she was only three years old. Pre- 
sented with a large, damp and very 
prickly bouquet, she received the 
tribute with perfect composure and, 
carrying it in the most approved style, 
demurely returned to her seat. Her 
observation and imitative powers had 
helped her to emulate her mother’s 
admirable technique. The concert 
began and, almost hidden by her bou- 
quet, Princess Elizabeth became spell- 
bound by the frenzied convulsions of 
the conductor. 

“Oh, Mummie!” she said (but only 
in a carefully controlled whisper). “Oh, 
Mummie, do look how the man with 
a wand’s back hair is jumping!” 

The Princesses’ first visit to a real 
theatre was when they went to the 
pantomime “ Puss in Boots,”’ this year; 
but for several years they have at- 
tended the Military Tournament, the 
Trooping of the Color and the Alder- 
shot Tattoo. Both revel in these 
pageants, and were able to sit rivetted 
but unperturbed through the mimic 
battles at the Military Tournament at 
an age when other children find the 
noise and apparent fury of the conflict 
far too alarming. 


PRINCESS ELIZABETH was taught 
to read by her mother. I am told that, 
for once, it really was a case of “read- 
ing without tears,” and that by the time 
she was six years old the pupil was able 
to read any book quite fluently to 
herself. 

She was a delightful child to teach. 
Sufficiently sensible to realize that she 
was learning to read for her own benefit 
and, by present exertions purchasing 
future delight, she put all her heart into 
these first lessons, rising gallantly at 
each new word like a spirited pony at 
a fence. 

Except for some lessons from a 
French governess, she had no other 
professional teachers until October, 
1933, when Miss Marion Crawford 
first came to 145, Piccadilly, as resident 
governess. What had hitherto been 
knownasthe Duchess’s boudoir, a room 
with a lovely Chinese wallpaper,on the 
drawing-room floor of 145, Piccadilly, 
was now converted into the school- 
room. An impressive little writing-desk 
appeared, also blackboards, dictionar- 
ies and globes; maps were hung on the 
walls and serious lessons began at half- 
past nine every morning. 

Nowadays, of course, there are two 
desks, for Princess Margaret Rose has 
also become a serious student. In 
learning to read she was not quite so 
quick as her elder sister, but she has 
quite mastered the art now. The first 
whole book she ever read quite by her- 
self was “Tales of the Baby Jesus.” 
Princess Elizabeth’s first book was 
appropriately called “Tales for Me to 
Read to Myself.” 

Young and charming, “Crawfie,” as 
her pupils call Miss Crawford, has her 
own childhood still fresh in her mem- 
ory, and is a delightful companion as 
well as an excellent teacher. 

This is the established order of the 
children’s lives, and their daily rou- 
tine is interrupted only for very excep- 
tional occasions. 

However # Continued on page 82 
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‘en Loveliness 


Put beauty at her finger-tips this Christ- 
mas with one of these attractive La Cross 
manicure sets to keep her hands lovely 
all year. 
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Other smart 
La Cross sets 
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‘WAIL POLISH SETS 


|| The prestige polish that looks better and lasts longer. 
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like that about. After all, it is the firm’s 
duty as well as its pleasure to help 
you out. Your mother was our main- 
stay for years. 
business relationship 

But Lisa wasn’t listening. Thoughts 
were going through her mind like 
flames. Ansel Hammit sending her 
money to spend with Phil Henning! 
Ansel Hammit, before whom she had 
flaunted her pride and her indepen- 
dence and her flippancy like a banner! 
Ansel Hammit, who, doubtless, was 
thinking at this minute that she 
wouldn’t be in this fix if they—her 
mother and herself—had behaved like 
other people. It didn’t bear thinking 
of. She was nothing but stabs and 
jerks of humiliation and_ blinding 
flashes of revelation upon which un- 
heard words trickled from the sorry 
but reasonable Miss Klein. 

“How much have you advanced?” 
Lisa asked after a while. 

“‘A thousand dollars.” 

A thousand dollars. Not an enor- 
mous sum certainly. Less than her 
mother made in a week of a successful 
run. But to Lisa, at this moment, an 
amount like a government debt. Lisa 
Gould, white, female, unemployed, 
twenty-one. With fifty-three dollars 
in her bag. She thought of Phil, of 
Pauline Glidden, of the thousands they 
spent without thought. 

She said, “‘When are you putting on 
‘Advice Needed?’ ” 

“We go into rehearsal Monday.” 
Miss Klein fingered the cheque. She 
seemed disinclined to look at Lisa. 
“Why?” she said tentatively. “Do 
you want that part? It is still open. 
It pays seventy-five dollars a week,” 
she said. 

“All right,” said Lisa. She felt as if 
everything were dropping away from 
her suddenly, dropping away. 

Miss Klein moved a little. She had 


It was more than a 


always strongly disapproved of Lisa’s 
dislike of the stage. 
vinced that Lisa would come to a bad 
end if she went on as she had been 
doing, but in the meanwhile she was 
very fond of Lisa. She went over and 
put her hand on Lisa’s shoulder for a 
minute, looking at her. She nodded 
and said, “‘That’s fine, Lisa. It will be 
good to have a Gould with us again. 
I’m glad you’ve decided on that.” She 
was smiling at Lisa, her tired thin face 
so shiny. “You are going to love the 
theatre,” she said, “as your mother 
did.” 

But Lisa knew she wouldn’t. She 
didn’t care. All she cared about was 
to earn that thousand dollars. Only 
to make money! Only to pay Ansel 
Hammit back! She saw how she could 
do it. She would live at the Rehearsal 
Club, she would spend nothing if she 
could help it. She would shampoo her 
own hair, press her own clothes, walk 
instead of taking taxis, go without 
lunches—-oh, it could be done. She 
could save a lot out of seventy-five 
dollars. What made her soul trembie 
to think of was that she must face 
Ansel, 


She was con- 


SHE WENT back to his office. She 
stood there again, leaning on the door. 
She was white now, and when she saw 
him again she had a queer, boiling 
feeling inside. 

“I suppose,” she said, “I should 
thank you. I suppose I should feel 
grateful. But I don’t feel grateful.” 

He looked up, frowning. “I wish to 
goodness I knew what you are talking 
about.” 

“You know,” she said. “The ad- 
vances I’ve had.” 

“Oh, that. What’s that got to do 
with me? That’s White's affair.” 

‘Miss Klein has been sending me the 


cheques.” & Continued on next page 





FOR A MAN HOUSEHOLDER 


Bachelors who have a flair for 
Keeping house, will greatly care for 
Friends who fondly strive to please 
With usables as smart as these. 
De Luxe Royal Portable Typewriter; Canadian General Electric Radio; Carving 


Set of Mayflower King's Plate from McGlashan Clarke; Woodbine Bridge Set 
from Hourd & Company. 
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CHILDREN CAN’T! 
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Fon Batten Light... Betten Sight ... Use 


EDISON MAZDA 


Your eyes and a child’s eyes were 
never intended to do close seeing 
in anything but adequate light. 
Dim light causes eyestrain, ner- 
vousness, headaches. To guard 
your child’s precious eyes make 






sure that there is always plenty of 
light for reading, study, or play. 
Use thrifty Edison Mazda 
Lamps. They stay brighter 
longer. 


MADE IN CANADA 


CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC CO., LIMITED 
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A simple way to 
be well informed 


Is there any subject on which 
it is more important to have a 
frank expression than feminine 
hygiene? Yet, because of its 
delicacy, it is a subject on 
which too many women are not 
well enough informed. The 
makers of ‘“Rendells’’ have 
compiled a little booklet, telling 
in clear, concise terms of a 
most safe and satisfactory form 
of personal hygiene. 

“Rendells’’ is simple, ready-to- 
use and effectual; affording 
complete antisepsis, yet harm- 
less as purest oils. 16 


LYMAN AGENCIES LTD., Dept. D-16 
286 St. Paul Street West, Montreal, P.Q. 
O Please send me copy of the Free Booklet 
“Personal Hygiene”. 
(I enclose $1.00 for full size carton of 
Rendells and Free Booklet, to be mailed, 
prepaid, in plain wrapper. 











‘ lien,” added Miss Klein. 


Play 


Girl 


Continued from page 15 


““She’s in her office. 
her?” 

“No thanks, I’II go in.” She looked 
at him harshly. She thought, “I’ m not 
a child any longer. I shouldn’t keep 
memories of childhood. It’s retarded 
development.” Their glances crossed, 
but neither broke the silence. Yet 
naked and real words seemed to be in 
the room with them. 

She turned abruptly and went in to 
Miss Klein. Miss Klein knew more 
about the affairs of Hammit and White 
than they did themselves. She ought 
to—she had been confidential secretary 
to Mr. White since the Flood. She was 
very wise, very independent, very 
truthful and very thin. Theoretically 
Mr. White was Angelica Gould’s execu- 
tor but practically Lisa was in the 
hands of Miss Klein. 

“Lisa,” said Miss Klein, kissing her 
briskly, “I’m glad to see you.” 

“And I am to see you,” said Lisa. 
She was. She liked Miss Klein. She 
sat down comfortably. She knew the 
secretary felt as did the rest of the firm 
about her working but she said very 
little about it. “Maybe some day 
you'll come to your senses,” she had 
told Lisa, and left it at that. Or 
seemed to, You never could tell about 
that woman. She treated people as if 
they hadn’t much sense, and generally 
she was right. 

“| know what you are here for,” she 
said at once. ““You want money.” She 
whisked through some papers, looked 
up at Lisa and said, “Well, there’s no 
use asking for it. There isn’t any.” 

Lisa was not to be put off like that. 
“That’s simply silly,” she said, “and 
you know it. Mother made fortunes.” 

“And spent them,” said Miss Klein 
and she was almost grim. 

‘ Lisa was reasonable. “There’s the 
house,” she said. “We can sell that. 
It ought to bring in a lot. With all that 
land and the swimming pool and the 
kennels—” 

“And two mortgages and a tax- 
“Now see 
here, Lisa, this is serious. Your mother 
left the house, you, twenty scrapbooks 
full of press clippings and not much 
else. Now what are you going to do 
about it?” 

“What is there to do?” asked Lisa 
helplessly. 

“You might work,” snapped Miss 
Klein. “It’s being done these days.” 

“I loathe the theatre,” said Lisa. 
“I’m going on a cruise.” 

“Using what for money?” But she 
didn’t sound mean, merely sensible. 

“I don’t know,” said Lisa. “But I 
can’t work for Ansel. You can see that. 
I couldn’t do that. You'll sell some- 
thing,” she said, trying to charm Miss 
Klein, but Miss Klein wasn’t being 
charmed. She sat watching Lisa with 
contemplative eyes. 

“‘How you can spend your time with 
that crowd you’re running with, I can’t 
see,” she said bluntly. “ You've talent. 
And you waste it on that poisoned 
fungus.” She pulled out a cheque book. 
Lisa watched her. She didn’t care 
what Miss Klein said about the Glid- 
dens, only what Ansel said. She 
watched the other make out a cheque. 


Shall I ring for 


So there was money. These efficient 
women were all alike—making matters 
out worse than they were. 

“Tl have Mr. Hammit sign this,” 
Miss Klein said tartly, rising. 

“Sign that cheque?” Lisa said. 
“What has he to do with it?” She 
thought Miss Klein was being absent- 
minded. “That cheque is on my 
account,” she reminded her. “Ansel 
can’t sign it.” 

Miss Klein stopped in mid-flight. 
“What do you mean he can’t sign it?” 
She put her hands on her hips. “Lisa, 
have you been depositing our cheques 
without looking at them?” But she did 
not wait for an answer. She knew the 
Goulds. Of course L.isa had done just 
that. She said, “This is the firm’s 
cheque, like the other two.” 

The firm? Lisa stirred in her chair. 
Her money had nothing to do with the 
firm—Mr., White handled her affairs as 
an individual. “What do you mean, 
the firm?” she asked, a little chill 
creeping, she didn’t know why, over 
her flesh. Lisa rose, shaking a little. 
“Why,” she said, “should I be receiv- 
ing money from the firm?” 

“We wrote you about that. Didn’t 
you read the letters?” 

“Not after- the first one.” She 
couldn’t be bothered with letters. 

Miss Klein sighed. Dealing with the 
Goulds was uphill work. “I told you in 
my second letter,” she said, “that we 
couldn’t realize any cash. But Mr. 
White, of course, wouldn’t leave you 
stranded, He sent you his own cheque. 
After his illness I sent you the firm’s.” 
She said, “Lisa, don’t look like that. 
It’s nothing to look so horrified about. 
The money is just an advance until we 
get things straightened out.” 


Lisa paid no attention to that. She. 


didn’t care about reasons, explana- 
tions. There was only one thing that 
mattered. “Then that cheque,” she 
asked, pointing at it, “‘is, really, from 
Ansel?” For he was the financial end 
of Hammit and White as everyone 
knew. 

“No. From Hammit and White,” 
said Miss Klein. Then, as Lisa re- 
garded her steadily, “Well, yes,” she 
said wearily, “from Mr. Hammit, if 
you want to be technical.” 

Lisa looked around. The room was 
very still. Outside someone could be 
heard asking for Mr. Hammit, being 
told he was in conference and was there 
any message. 

“T see,” Lisa said at last. And then 
added, “‘Well, it’s nice to know—” 
Holding herself in, telling herself to be 
calm. Her Bermuda trip had been 
paid for by him. The money she had 
spent on two evening dresses she didn’t 
need, on planes when trains would 
have served, even the flowers she had 
sent her hostess. All from him. It was 
horrible. 

“All from bim,” she said, standing 
still, staring straight ahead. Her face 
showing bewilderment, incredulity, 
disgust, was dreadful to watch. 

“Lisa,” said Miss Klein quietly. 
“Don’t look like that. This is no 
cataclysm after all. I’m sorry you 
didn’t realize, but it’s nothing to look 
so horrified 4 Continued on next page 
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She was on shifting sands and knew 
it but she had to hurt him. She de- 
lighted in hurting. “Every word you 
speak,” she said clearly, “makes me 
loathe you more. I hate the thought 
that you ever kissed me. That once, 
and I must have been demented, that 
once I even dreamed of marrying you.” 
She laughed. “‘Why once I even ima- 
gined that you were capable of loving. 
You aren’t. You couldn’t love anyone 
but yourself. You’re too superior.” 

“Oh. And yet here I am doing you 
such a good turn. You should thank 
Mr. White and, since you insist, me. 
We’ve given you a honey of an excuse 
to marry for money. Why not take it? 
Why work? It must be splendid to 
have really high-minded reasons for 
turning gold-digger.” 

“No. I'll marry Phil Henning later. 
But it won’t be his money I'll use to 
repay you. That would please you too 
much.” 

“As you like.” His voice was a wind 
from some high snowy place blowing 
on her. She shivered involuntarily. 

“1 do like,” she said with a high, 
excited laugh. Chilled, humiliated and 
hurt, with her vanity up in arms, she 
whirled toward the door. But he was 
there before her. With one of his agile, 
vital movements was barring her way. 

“One thing must be clear,” he said. 
“I didn’t send those cheques. I had 
nothing to do with them. I don’t give 
a hoot for them, but ¢f I had sent them 
my reasons would have been White’s 
reasons. They wouldn’t have been sent 
because of love. Do you understand 
that or aren’t you, perhaps, bright 
enough to understand it?” He stood 
there, stony, aloof, invincible. You had 
to believe him. She knew it was so. 

“All right,” she said. Tired, So tired, 
She thought she was looking defiant 
but it was her fate that however she 
was feeling she looked fragile, gentle, 
suppliant. She was shaking now. She 
had been in a frenzy though she almost 
forgot, now, how the frenzy had 
started. “‘I understand,” she said. 

Against the white door he was dark, 
darker than seemed possible, taller 
than seemed possible, and his slate- 
grey eyes seemed to smolder. “There is 
no sense of obligation, then? No such 
rot?” 

Her head was up. “ None whatever.” 

“Good, Then that leaves me free.” 
Free for what? She was scornful of him, 
disdained to answer him. She could 
see him so clearly against the white- 
ness, could see the hard line of his jaw, 
could see his mouth. And then she 
could see nothing at all, for she was in 
his arms. He was kissing her, holding 
her so tight that she could not breathe. 
“Let me go!” she was saying. “Let 
me go!” But he laughed, went on 
kissing her eyes, her throat, her mouth, 
kissed her until she was dizzy, until she 
was faint, until she lay heavy in his 
arms. 

“Tell Henning about this,” he said. 
“So you hate me, Lisa?” He laughed 
again, his mouth on hers. “I’m glad to 
hear you say that, Lisa. You little fool, 
don’t you realize it means you love me 
as I love you?” He pressed her head 
back against his arm until it hurt, and 
smiled into her eyes. And then he let 
her go. He opened the door with a 
suggestion of a bow, and under it all, 
somehow, as always with him, was the 
grace, the modesty of humor. 

She swept past him, she made the 





sound “Oh!” in one swift furious breath 
and the door closed after her. 

“Tell Miss Klein I’Il be at the Re- 
hearsal Club,” she told the office clerk 
She was very cold and steady when 
she went out into the winter sunshine, 
when she telegraphed Pauline her 
address and asked her to send her 
trunks. She was firm and bright with 
Phil Henning when he telephoned 
later, protesting. “I’m a working girl 
now, Phil,” she said. “‘No don’t come 
up. I don’t want to see anyone. I’m 
going into rehearsal.” She looked 
around her tiny room; she did not tele- 
phone anyone in town. She had to be 
undisturbed. Only one thing mattered 
now—to earn a thousand dollars and 
as soon as possible. 


She had it all figured out. It was the 
eighth of December now. She sat with 
a calendar and counted up—she could 
save fifty dollars a week out of the 
seventy-five; some weeks more. She 
did not know exactly how one lived on 
twenty-five dollars a week but she 
could findout . . . there were things 
one did . . . she had plenty of 
clothes . . . She should reach her 
goal by the twenty-seventh of April 

. too late to catch them in Ber- 
muda but she could join the Gliddens 
at Hot Springs. For by then, of course, 
Miss Klein would have sold the house 
or, at least, realized something on the 
movie rights to Angelica’s play . . 


REHEARSALS started and grimly 
Lisa worked. Ansel Hammit was here 
and there but not too much, not 
enough to make life unbearable;enough 
to keep her going through long dragging 
dreary nights and days, to whet her 
ambition when it flagged. Channing 
Steele was the stage manager—Ansel 
left things to him. “I’m only a pro- 
ducer,” he said to Steele. “Have it 
your own way.” 

Steele treated Lisa like anyone else. 
She might be Angelica Gould’s daugh- 
ter but she was only another actress 
to him. Sometimes he scolded her, 
sometimes he was silent and that was 
worse than words, once he praised her. 
That praise warmed her for days. The 
play opened and was a minor success. 
Nothing sensational but it would, they 
hoped, last the season. And it did. It 
went on week after week. A critic 
wrote that Lisa Gould, the great 
Angelica’s daughter, was in the cast. 
“Someone to watch in the future,” he 
said. Lisa cut out that clipping and 
wore it thin looking at it. Someone to 
watch . . . but she wasn’t anyone 
to watch. She was working only for 
one winter. Somehow that thought 
depressed her. She wasn’t a real act- 
ress, not a trouper . . she wasn’t 
good enough for the stage, she hadn’t 
the character, the drive for it . 
she was only good enough for the 
Gliddens and the Phils of life . . . 
the play boys and girls, the frothy 
ones . . . Phil’s flowers kept com- 
ing, filling the dressing-room she 
shared with Mary Leiner. 

“You should be awfully pleased with 
yourself,” Mary Leiner said. “ Making 
good with your first real part.” 

“Pleased?” said Lisa. Well, she was 
pleased. There was a photograph of 
Angelica fastened to their wall. Mary 
Leiner had put it there. She was a 
dark, intense girl, and she was going 
places. She had three deities 
Katharine Cornell, Helen Hayes and 
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“Listen, Lisa,” he said. ‘Have that 
out with Miss Klein. I’m out of this, 
do you understand? It has nothing to 
do with me. I don’t want to hear the 
gruesome details of your money mat- 
ters.” 

Perhaps he hadn’t known. But she 
wouldn’t go into that. It was an 
emotion she was feeling, it had nothing 
to do with reason. Her pride had been 
hurt. She sat down suddenly, for she 
was shaking all over. She could not 
look at him. Because of him there was 
nothing left of her but a girl who had 
been so sure of herself, who had been 
brought low. She had been one of the 
dazzling smart world, in her small way 
a sort of royalty with a kind of magic 
around her until he had destroyed that 
magic. 

“Perhaps you don’t want to hear,” 
she said. “But you will. The firm has 
been advancing me money, which 
means you have, and it doesn’t bear 


. thinking of.” She was on her feet now, 


her eyes blazing. “I owe you a thou- 
sand dollars,” she said, “‘and I’m going 
to work Monday to pay you back.” 

He said, “Have it your own way, 
Lisa. I’m sorry if things are going 
wrong but you must take that up with 
the others, not with me.” 

His logic always had infuriated her. 
It did so now. And there was that 
boiling feeling inside. He was looking 
at her curiously, impersonally, and she 
couldn’t bear the look. He made her 


sick, she used to say, when he looked 
at her like that, but what it did to her, 
more accurately, was to drive her a 
little insane. 

“It isn’t their affair,” she said. 
“I’m indebted to you and I can’t be 
indebted to a man I| hate.” Her sud- 
den, savage vehemence struck them 
both momentarily dumb. He was on 
his feet now too. Fiercely, unblink- 
ingly, they faced each other. He was 
white now as well as she. 

“IT see,” he said. ‘“‘We seem to be 
getting down to sincerities with a 
thud.” And though his voice was 
calm, you could see that he had the 
same boiling desire that was in her: a 
desire to hit things, to tear things 
down, to smash things all around. 

She said, “I'll take the part Mr. 
White offered me. But I'll be working 
for him, for myself, not for you. That 
must be understood.” 

“Delighted,” he said. “ But—work? 
Isn’t that a bit far-fetched? With Phil 
Henning in the offing, waiting but for 
the word.” Ansel Hammit could be 
nasty too, when goaded. 

“I suppose,” she said, clenching her 
hands, holding herself tight, “that 
would be your solution—to marry for 
money. Any port in a storm.” She 
knew she was being ridiculous but she 
couldn’t help herself. 

His brows lifted. “I fail to see how 
I get into the picture of what one does 
for money.” # Continued on next page 
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Perfectly Straight at 63—Thanks 
to Kruschen 


Nearly twenty years ago, this woman was 
attacked by severe rheumatism. Now 63, 
she tells how Kruschen restored her to 
health, and has kept her free from rheuma- 
tism all these years:— 


“In 1918, an attack of ‘flu’ left me with 
severe rheumatism, and I was in bed three 
months. When I got up I could only hobble 
around with difficulty and pain. My finger 
joints were beginning to swell, and were 
very painful. I was told that nothing could 
be done for the swelling. A friend recom- 
mended me to try Kruschen Salts, which I 
did with very satisfactory results. To-day, 
at 63, my fingers are perfectly straight, I 
am free from rheumatism, and can do all 
my own housework.’’—(Mrs.) M. W. 
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the power of dissolving the needle-pointed 
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“1 think I must go now,” she said. 
And Phil crumpled then. 

“T’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t care 
what you do as long as you marry 
me some time, Lisa. Will you, when 
the show closes?” Lisa was standing 
up, the waiter was helping her with her 
wrap. 

“No,” she said, “not then or ever, 
Phil.” 

He did not understand. He didn’t 
want to particularly. All he wanted 
was that some day she should marry 
him, “There’s nothing to him, 
nothing,” she reflected, in his car, as 
it purred through the night. “What 
did I ever see in him?” she thought 
after she had finally got away from 
him and was in her tiny room, lying 
staring up at the ceiling, trying not to 
be too restless, trying not to disturb 
her roommate. Suddenly it seemed to 
her absolutely unbelievable that she 
had ever found him amusing. Good 
heavens, why? She thought, “How 
many weeks now till I have that 
thousand?” She counted up. Some 
time in July. Would the play last until 
then? 


AND IT did last. Week after week 
through the spring into hot summer 
when New York seemed loathsome and 
sticky. Lisa grew white in the heat 
but her bank figures mounted up. And 
at last she had the thousand dollars. 
She drew out the crisp bills. She 
dressed very carefully. It was a cool 
day, it would be warm again tomor- 
row, but it was cool today. She walked 
down Broadway. She looked rich, she 
looked expensive, as if she didn’t give 
a darn. This was her moment of 
triumph—her day. All summer the 
crowds, the warm, tired faces, had 
bothered her but they did not bother 
her today. She was not bothered by 
all the jostling, by the man who 
lurched against her at a red light. 
Nothing could annoy her, for her bag 
swung on her arm, her bag with all 
that delicious money. In that bag was 
freedom. She walked up the steps to 
the offices. She found Miss Klein 
there and Ansel Hammit. She stood 
in silence against the door, and the 
two stopped talking to look at her. 

“I’ve brought the thousand dollars,” 
she said. She held up her bag. She 
walked over and laid it on the desk 
between them. “In there,” she said. 
“Fresh bills. Ten of them.” Miss 
Klein picked up the bag and looked at 


beauty specialists agree with Mitzi 
that a young girl should look natural 
in her make-up. Here’s a pre-party 
routine one of them suggested for you. 

Long before going-out time, slip into 
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a cologne rubdown and talcum dusting 
give you a tingling, fresh feeling. 


it thoughtfully as if she had never seen 
a handbag before. Ansel said nothing. 
He glanced at the bag and then up at 
Lisa. He didn’t rise, he had forgotten 
his manners, his politeness worse than 
rudeness. His face was grim, it was 
stone. He knew what was in that bag 

-release from the stage, release from 
effort. An emerald shone there, a 
square-cut emerald, Phil Henning’s 
ring—that was what Ansel Hammit 
saw though it was only a green bag his 
outward eyes surveyed. 

“So you are free to play now, Lisa,” 
said Miss Klein queerly. She looked 
at her thoughtfully. “But you aren’t 
going to. Are you?” 

“Of course I am,” said Lisa. “I’m 
going to have a fine life.” She broke 
off suddenly, feeling all at once that 
she was shouting her defiance at Miss 
Klein. 

“Then you ought to be ashamed,” 
said Miss Klein. Without another 
word she got up and walked out, clos- 
ing the door behind her. She gave not 
another look at Lisa, at the last of the 
Goulds. They had been a theatrical 
dynasty, had the Goulds, and this was 
the end of that dynasty. ‘Theirs might 
be minor magic, you might say if you 
thought little of the stage, but it was 
magic just the same. And Miss Klein 
could not forgive Lisa. It hurt too 
much. She had dreamed that Lisa 
would come to love the stage, would 
identify herself with it, say to herself 
that she had no other life than this, 
that whatever happened she would 
stick to it. 

“She’s a little hot-tempered,” said 
Ansel, raising his brows at the door 
which had closed harder than seemed 
necessary. Had closed so hard on the 
bag which lay on the table, representing 
Lisa’s effort, her self-discipline, her 
pride. He picked up the bag and tossed 
it back and forth in his hands; his eyes 
surveyed Lisa carefully. 

“Open it,” said Lisa. But he did not 
open it. He put the bag back on the 
desk. 

“Lisa,” he said, “don’t mind Miss 
Klein. I'll say what she ought to have 
said. You're a great girl, Lisa. I once 
said you weren’t, that you were no 
good. I don’t know what right I had 
to say that to anyone, least of all to 
you. You didn’t just flop when you 
heard you had no money. You took 
hold of your job and you’ve done 
something with it. You’ve worked and 
economized and learned how to do 


without things. It must take quite a 
bit of learning to do that.”” He walked 
to the window and looked out, then 
turned toward her again, but he didn’t 
come near her. Just stood there. “ You 
did a great job in the show. You'll do 
a great job at anything you tackle. If 
you want to turn New York, Bermuda, 
the whole world into a circus, you’ ll do 
it. It’s all your oyster. Go to it. It 
isn’t Miss Klein’s business what you 
do with your life. It’s your life.’ He 
sat down again, and glanced at the door 
of Miss Klein’s office, of Miss Klein 
who was ashamed of Lisa. “She’s 
proud of you,” he said, “only she’s 
in a temper. And I’m proud of you 
too, for what that’s worth—I’d say 
darned little.” 

Proud of her! He had said that! Lisa 
tried to say something but she could 
find no voice, and she found it hard to 
think. She could never forget the sight 
of Ansel’s face when he said that. She 
had come here to gloat, but she did not 
want to gloat. She felt no triumph. 


“Ansel!” she cried. But he had 
reached the door.. “Ansel,” she said 
again, ““you haven’t the money! At 
least be enough of a sport to stay and 
take the money!’ He opened the door. 
“Ansel!” she cried wildly. “I don’t 
deserve what you said. You’ve no right 
to be proud of me. | can’t really work, 
at least I haven’t proved I can. I was 
only doing it as a stunt! I had to get 
that money to pay you back. I was 
acting all the time—playing a working- 
girl part.” 

He looked back. “Yes, and what of 
it? You are a good actress. You'll play 
any part well. That’s what I said. So 
long, Lisa. Happy landings.” He was 
going. His voice, when he said “so long,” 
was so brutally direct that it seemed 
to hit her. He didn’t like her any more. 
Proud of her, what was that? She 
didn’t want him to be proud of her. 
Not now that he had said he was. What 
she wanted was that he should love 
her. Like a revelation it came to her— 
that was what she had wanted all 
along. She had wanted to triumph over 
him, she had wanted him to think her 
infallible and an idol, but she had 
wanted and expected that he would love 
her. She had been so sure of his love. 
And now he was going. He didn’t love 
this new Lisa. He gave her only one 
more look and then he went through 
the door. It closed, and her life closed 
with it. 

Her hands relaxed and from her bag 


Here Come the Holidays 


Continued from page 13 


Wash your face with lukewarm 
water. Apply liquid powder on your 
arms, neck and shoulders, and a lotion 
and cream to your face, ready for 
make-up. 

If you’re wearing something sparkly 
like sequins in a little jacket (and so 
many smart young things are), use a 
sequin make-up. Ochre for the liquid 
powder, and a nice rich rouge and face 
powder after you’ve blended your 
cream well in. It’s very smart to use 
two tones of powder, first a darker one 
to get the right shadows, and then a 
lighter one to take away any sallow 
look. Don’t forget to use a fine brush— 
small camel’s hair is the best—to dust 


off stubborn flecks, and leave the 
surface velvety smooth. 

Now a little dark bronzy eye shadow 
and a touch of silver or gold across the 
lids. A carefully applied bit of mascara 
on the lashes, a quite bright lipstick— 
subtly put on so as not to give too 
bowed an effect. 

For the final touch, a little perfume 
—preferably to match the bath salts— 
on fingertips, wrists and behind the 
ears. 


The Newest Dresses—Then there’s 
the all-important question of your 
dress. Maybe it’s your first really truly 
evening one. Maybe you do love those 


a packet fell out. The little packet 
of one-hundred-dollar bills, the symbol 
of all she had worked for and did not 
want. She looked at it dully, then with 
hatred. It was as if a snake had un- 
coiled from her bag and lay at her 
feet. Never did she want to see that 
money again. Wildly, as if it were 
indeed a snake, she kicked at the 
packet which slid under the desk out 
of her sight. “Out of sight, out of 
mind,” she was thinking as if she were 
a little mad. “Out of sight, out of 
mind,” staring through the door 
through which Ansel had gone. Her 
mind was black with failure, failure 
and loss. Ansel gone . . . loss, 
loss . 


ALL AT once she was at the door, 
absurdly beautiful, absurdly fright- 
ened and white. “Ansel!” she was cry- 
ing. The office boy stared, the tele- 
phone girl stopped chewing gum to 
look. Lisa didn’t see them. “Ansel,” 
she cried wildly, “Come back! My 
money—the thousand dollars—it isn’t 
there—I’ve lost it—” 

He was back, looking stern, looking 
down at her. He was taking the bag 
from her icy hands, looking into it, 
going through it. Her compact was 
there, her cigarette case was there, 
and her handkerchief and her comb 
and her change-purse. But no bills, 
No thousand dollars. She was shaking, 
she was crying, a childish figure, a 
paper doll which would soon dissolve 
in its own tears. 

Ansel looked at her. His face was 
grim at first and then it began to 
soften. He had made up his mind to 
let her go her own way since that was 
how she obviously wanted it. But now, 
in the face of those tears, of her losing 
that money in her old heedless fashion, 
most of all in face of something in 
her voice when she called him, he wasn’t 
at all sure. He felt himself slipping. 
And then, because he could not help 
himself, his arms were around her, 
He was laughing now, not mocking at 
all, not anything but happy. 

“Just a Gould,” he whispered into 
her ear. But he liked Goulds. “You 
couldn’t even hoid on to your money, 
could you—Worthless?” 

Lisa did not even try to answer, so 
content was she with things as they 
were. The money did not matter. 
Nothing mattered. Gould or no Gould, 
actress or no actress, she was with her 
love now, held close in his arms. 


long slinky gowns, bared halfway down 
the back, that they wear in movie 
drawing-rooms. But oh, please, do be 
terribly sure you’re a _ sophisticate 
before you wear them, Most young 
girls aren’t. They go through a nice 
ingenue stage first, and are at their 
loveliest during it. That means, 
usually, fluffy, debutante things suit 
you best. Mitzi Green likes white par- 
ticularly, and wears a lot of chiffons, 
organdies, and lacy nets, in bouffant 
styles. Blue’s her next favorite—soft, 
misty pastels after that. The only 
jewellery she wears is a single charm 
bracelet for evenings. None for the 
street. + Continued on page 83 
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A 25¢ CHRISTMAS GIFT ——— WHEN 
' MYSTERIOUS PACKAGE ARRIVES. 


MARVELS AS IT SCOOTS UNDER 
LOW FURNITURE AND STAY-ON 
BUMPERS PREVENT SCRATCHING. 





HAS DECIDED TO GIVE COUSIN MARY FINDS IT'S A BISSELL 
TAGGEO “MERRY CHRISTMAS 


FROM cOoUSIN MARY". 


THRILLED AT THE WAY IT CLEANS 
AND HI-LO BRUSH CONTROL AD- 
JUSTS ITSELF TO ANY RUG NAP. 


DECIDES TO GIVE 
COUSIN MARY A 
REAL GiFT Too. 
“Thanks, Mary!— my 
new Bissell cleans beau- 
tifully!’’ And no won- 


der—for it’s the only sweeper with Hi-Lo 

Brush Control. Any one of the colorful 

new models will make a grand gift. 
Models i 6. 4 to $7. 45 


ne er one 


SEES THAT SRE CAN USE BISSELL FOR 
: DAILY CLEAN-UPS, SAVING VACUUM 
' FOR GENERAL CLEANING. AND ... 


BISSELL 


The really better sweeper 
Niagara Falls, Ont. 


such Age: 


Lumbago, sciatica and rheumatic 
pains are often very distressing. To 
ease the agony, pat Sloan’s gently on 
the painful parts. Soon a soothing 
warmth penetrates deep down into 
the affected muscles. The congestion 
is reduced, the pain lessens and 
grateful relief follows. 

Only those who have used Sloan’s 
Liniment know how fast it works. No 
rubbing is necessary. The power is 
in the liniment itself. 12K 
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Angelica Gould. “You look like her, 
you have something of what she had,” 
she said. And she stared at Lisa. She 
would have given years of her life, you 
could see, for that inheritance. 

“Well, I haven’t character,” Lisa 
said brightly. “I’m not—” she stopped. 
What she had meant to say was that 
she had no intention of going on with 
acting, but she couldn’t say that, not 
to Mary Leiner. To Mary it would 
have seemed worse than impertinence, 
it would have been sacrilege, the way 
Lisa disregarded the stage. Mary 
thought she was joking when she said 
she was working only for money. This 
girl who had every advantage in the 
world including inheritance could not 
possibly fee! anything but dedication, 
according to Mary’s lights. 

“I’m saving money,” Lisa told her. 
Mary looked at her. “Proud of that, 
aren’t you?” Lisa was jubilant. “Who 
wouldn’t be proud?” She thought 
Mary’s eager delight in and awe of the 
stage, of the commonplace stage, a 
little tiresome and besides she wanted 
Mary to appreciate her bank book. 
The figures were mounting up—one 
hundred dollars, one hundred and 
fifty, five hundred—she was almost 
awed by her delight in seeing that 
figure—$500. Money, delicious money 
one had earned oneself! So much more 
important and wonderful, she discov- 
ered, than money which flows in from 
some seemingly inexhaustible source. 
It gave her back her pride in herself. 
It was touched with magic. It even 
made Ansel Hammit bearable. She 
could look at him now, could even talk 
to him in those moments when she 
could not avoid him. Because she was 
no longer humiliated when she saw him. 
In a few weeks she would be free of 
him, she could take the money up to 
the office and could gloat. “1 have five 
hundred dollars now,” she told Miss 
Klein. “I could pay you back that 
much now. But I won’t. I’m going to 
wait until I have it all.” 

“And then what?” 

“Tl bring it here in hundred-dollar 
bills. New bills. From the bank.” 
She lived for that day. It had become 
an obsession. For her thousand-dollar 
day, the day of brand-new bills. And 
yet there was no use denying it she 
was beginning to take pride and pleas- 
ure in her work. In the play. Ansel 
was making plans for next season. He 
talked over a script with Steele. “If 
I were in my right senses,” he said, 
“TI wouldn’t touch it with tongs. But 
I’m a sap, so we'll produce it.” 

Lisa had read the script. “I think 
it’s a wonderful play,” she said fiercely. 
She had been listening to them, she had 
no right to speak, she was only one of 


this year’s cast, but she had to say it. 


“Oh, so you like it?” Ansel said 
coolly. What she thought made no 
difference, she wasn’t one of them. He 
said to Steele, “This is to be an artistic 
triumph, a critic’s dream, and we'll be 
lucky if it plays two weeks.” 

Lisa realized with a sudden pang 
that she would have no part in that 
play. This depressed her so abysmally 
that she went back to the Rehearsal 
Club and sat down on the edge of her 
narrow bed and wondered what life 
was for. She couldn’t think. She 
couldn’t imagine why she should be 
depressed. Her roommate said she 
had brought in some food. Did Lisa 
mind if she had some of the girls in? 
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Lisa said no, she didn’t mind, she’d 
like them. They accepted her now, 
some of them even seemed to like her. 
But acceptance was the great thing. 


IT WAS the next day that Mary 
Leiner was taken ill. An operation. It 
would cost, the whole thing, five 
hundred dollars. “But what will you 
do?” Lisa said, after the first shock 
was over, and the practicalities 
eme rged. “You can’t go into a public 
ward!” Mary said certainly she could, 
why not. And Mary did not. Lisa 
went down to the bank and drew out 
her entire savings. 

“You're crazy,” Mary said, weeping, 
“T won’t accept it.” 

But Lisa was firm. “Then I’Il give 
it to the Stage Relief Fund,” she said. 
She was glad to do this for Mary; 
she liked her better than any girl she 
had known. And yet, when she saw 
her empty bank book she wondered. 
Wondered because of the futility of 
the whole thing. Phil Henning had 
come back that day. He wanted her to 
marry him at once. “We'll go around 
the world on our honeymoon,” he said. 

They were at El Morocco after the 
play. Lisa loved it all, loved the good 
feeling of being bathed in luxury again, 
after weeks of crackers and milk for 
luncheon, of fifty-cent dinners, of 
shampooing her own hair, manicuring 
her own nails, all the small, irritating, 
hateful economies. “Why not?” she 
thought. “Why not?” It was so 
exaggerated of her to go on, to struggle 
for a few hundred dollars. A few 
hundred which would seem to her 
nothing if she said but one word. And 
perhaps she would have said it if he had 
let her alone. But he didn’t. He said 
this theatre business was all right for 
a gag, but enough was enough. To 
Lisa’s protest that she could not leave 
the play flat, that one did not walk out 
on a part, he was scornful, worse than 
that, contemptuous. ‘“‘You’re thin,” 
he said, “you're losing your looks. And 
for what?” 

Well, for what? Her own answer 
amazed her. “For a job,” she said. 
A short while before she would have 
felt over that remark the same 
incredulity that he displayed. But his 
laughter now infuriated her. She said 
that; she said at least she was doing 
something creative, that she wasn’t 
simply a parasite, encumbering the 
earth. Did that, he enquired, mean 
him? He could take it that way if he 
liked, she said. And after that the 
thing was devoid of hope. Earth 
seemed to have widened between 
them. A few moments before they 
had been discussing marriage, and 
now, sitting shoulder to shoulder, they 
were enemies. They belonged to differ- 
ent social orders. Phil’s eyes, which 
were pale blue, froze over with two 
circles of greyish ice and the ice did not 
dissolve when Ansel Hammit came in. 
When he passed their table, said, 
“Hello, Phil,” coolly, gave Lisa a look 
the expression of which she could not 
fathom. 

“Hello, Ansel,” she said and her 
eyes stared straight ahead, but she 
could still see him, could always see 
him, she knew how his face looked 
when it was a little pale, when it 
turned away from Phil Henning, knew 
how his evening coat fitted as if 
he had been poured into it, and how 
his eyes smoldered, 
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HE many baby specialists who prescribe y 
Carnation Milk select it for the special f 
qualities it has as a food for infants and children. ( 
Carnation is super-digestible, safe, unvarying in 
richness, and carries an extra measure of the im- 
portant “Sunshine” vitamin D. 


Carnation is pure, whole milk with part of the 
water removed. It has all the food value of the 
best whole milk. But, because it is homogenized 
and sterilized, Carnation is much like mother’s 
milk in digestibility and safety—and is uniform 
in quality and richness. 


Millions of women know that Carnation Milk | 
adds creaminess, smoothness and flavour to cooked 
dishes where milk is used. The buttery richness 
and creamy smoothness of Carnation definitely \ 
increase the appetite appeal as well as the food \ 
value. And Carnation is delicious, as well as 
economical, for creaming coffee and cereals. 


Write for the two Carnation books. “The Con- 
tented Baby”, a book on infant feeding, is free. 
The Carnation Cook Book, with full-page, full- 
colour illustrations, is 10¢. Address Carnation Co. 
Limited, 123 Star Building, Toronto. 









Irradiated Carnation is the 
evaporated milk the Dionne 
Quintuplets use. 
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Leaves That 
Clean Smell 
Use FLUSHO—A Bathroom Necessity 





THE 


BABY CLINIC 


Conducted by 


Dr. J. W. S. MCCULLOUGH 


* 


ELEVEN— 


THE SAFEST AGE 


THE HAPPINESS of childhood rests 
on a real and solid foundation. The 
second decade of life is the period of 
best health and, comparatively, the 
freest from accidents. At eleven the 
high hazards of infancy and early 
childhood are past. After this age the 
new and mounting risks of adolescence, 
maturity, and old age have scarcely 
begun to exert their malign influence. 
The mortality at this stage of life is so 
low that fatal accidents come to take 
first rank among the causes of death; 
and yet even they are at a minimum. 

In the youngest age group, one to 
four years, influenza and pneumonia, 
taken together, rank highest, the 
communicable diseases second and 
accidents third. From five to nineteen 
is the period of accidents. Then comes 
the White Plague — tuberculosis — 
which is the first cause of death from 
ages twenty to thirty-four, as well as 
in the thirty-five-to-forty-four period. 

At the turn of life appear heart 
disease, cancer, influenza, pneumonia, 
ahead of accidents which now assume 
fifth place. In the age group forty-five 
to fifty-four we have heart disease, 
cancer, influenza and pneumonia, 
chronic nephritis, tuberculosis and 
cerebral hemorrhage as the chief de- 
stroyers of human beings in the order 
named, From fifty-five to sixty-four 
tuberculosis drops from fifth to seventh 
place, its rank having been usurped 
by diabetes, 

The ages five to nineteen, the time of 
accidents, are relatively free from all 
the major causes of death. At eleven 
the death rate is just a little over one 
per thousand. Of this among boys of 
eleven, accidents account for about 
28 per cent. The automobile is 
responsible for about one third of the 
accident toll. Drowning is a close 
second. Actually, automobile accidents 
contribute 9.7 per cent at this period, 
drowning, 7.9 per cent, accidental falls, 
2.5 per cent, injuries from firearms, 1.9 
per cent, fatalities from other vehicles, 


1.2 per cent, railroad accidents, 1.1 per 
cent and burns, 0.9 per cent. 

Appendicitis accounts for 10 per 
cent of all deaths at this age and heart 
disease, which we think of as a disease 
of later years, causes nearly 9 per cent 
of all deaths at this time of life, just 
about equalling those from influenza 
and pneumonia. 

The communicable diseases of child- 
hood contribute scarcely 4 per cent 
and tuberculosis a little over 3 per cent. 

Girls show a difference. With them 
heart disease ranks first, being 12 per 
cent of the total deaths; accidents take 
but 11 per cent to be followed by 
influenza and pneumonia in the same 
proportion. Appendicitis takes 9 per 
cent and tuberculosis occupies fifth 
rank with 7 per cent. 

The death rates tell by no means the 
whole story. Childhood diseases are 
often too lightly regarded. The heart 
disease of later life is often the sequel 
of such infections as measles, scarlet 
and rheumatic fevers. From all the 
infections the child should be closely 
guarded 


® 
YOUR QUESTION BOX 


Question—My baby girl at two 
months weighs 12 Ib. 6 ounces. She 
is breast-fed and troubled with consti- 
pation. So far she has not had cod-liver 
oil, What is the best way to give it? 
We live a long distance from a doctor 
and I should like to know how to treat 
acold. Are there any other fruit juices 
as useful as orange?—Mrs. R. B., 


Hudson Hope, B.C. 


Answer—The safest remedy for 
baby’s constipation is a small dose of 
milk of magnesia or a dose of so-called 
mineral oil. Try to get the child 
trained to regular habits as soon as 
possible. Tomato juice is about as 
good as orange. So, too, is prune juice. 
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Cod-liver oil should be begun at once 
and continued until June. It is a good 
preventive of colds. To avoid colds 
shun sudden chilling of the surface. 
Shun, too, persons who have colds. 
Rest in bed is the best remedy. 


* * * 


Question—Boy, 4 years old last 
February, weighs 40 Ib. and is 42% 
inches in height. Is that right? He has 
a poor appetite but is never ill. When 
out in the cold for some time the 
exposed parts of his body break out 
into welts which disappear when he 
gets warm.—(Mrs.) W. R. F., London, 
Ont. 


Answer—Your boy is well over 
standard of height and weight for his 
age, so he is not suffering from loss of 
appetite. If he refuses food, put it 
away until next time. That will likely 
cure the habit. Don’t worry about the 
welts on his skin. There is nothing to 
be alarmed about. You strike me as 
being a capable mother, on the alert 
to notice anything amiss with your 
boy, which is commendable. It looks 
as though you have done well by him. 

cee 


Question—Boy, 21% years old, has 
had a rash on his body since he was 
3 or 4months old. He scratches it until 
it bleeds. The doctors call it eczema. 
Please advise. — (Mrs.) F. M., 
Windsor, Ont. 


Answer—Use bran baths for this 
boy. Rut a large cupful of ordinary 
bran in a cheesecloth bag. This is 
sufficient for 2 to 3 gallons of water. 
Squeeze the bag till the water is 
murky. Avoid use of any soap but the 
best castile and that sparingly. Dry 
carefully without rubbing. Apply the 
following: viz: B Pulv. Tale. Pulv 
zine ox. aa 4ounces. Gently rub into 
the skin. If this does not give satisfac- 
tion, write again. # Cont'd on page 64 


CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1937 





Victoria the Great 


Continued from page 42 


Albert redrafted the note. England 
was saved from the possibility of war, 
but at a more than tragic cost. Three 
months later, Albert of Saxe-Coburg- 
Gotha—still in his early forties—lay 
dead in Windsor; worn out, many 
people thought, with twenty years of 
ceaseless vigilance over the fortunes of 
the country he had been called upon to 
make his own; of the woman, too, 
whose life was linked with his. 


THE CAREEP. of Victoria divides 
itself sharply into two, as from that 
December night. With Albert at her 
side, she had been a woman, a brilliant 
woman enough, with the makings of a 
successful Queen. But from then on, 
for forty years of widowhood, she 
grew slowly into a legend. 

Just as Elizabeth, when she died 
three hundred years before Victoria, 
was already a portent, something 
scarcely of this world, so 1837’s un- 
known quantity ascended into the airy 
regions of myth. It did not seem, 
at the end, as if she were gone 

She plunged, from 1861 on, into a 
retirement, a seclusion, that was al- 
most psychopathic. For ten years her 
people scarcely saw her; the “Widow 
of Windsor” grew into an institution. 

And there were many complaints, 
some of them not too good-natured. 
Sir Charles Dilke, M.P., said: 

“Why should Royal hands help 
themselves from the pockets of the 
people, and take from them vast sums 
to spend on the splendors of a Crown 
they never see—a Crown that the 
widow has wrapped in crepe and put 
in the Windsor pawnshop?” 

Delicate, scented words; and a cer- 
tain Mr. Joseph Chamberlain, the up- 
and-comin’ young screw-manufacturer 
and mayor of Birmingham, went on 
record as opining that he “did not feel 
any great horror at the idea of a pos- 
sible establishment of a republic in this 
country. I am quite certain, sooner or 
later, that it will come.” 

It was Bright—John Bright the 
Quaker, so largely the spiritual coun- 
terpart of our own John Brown, the 
one of all the pack of them that would 
be least affected by the surroundings 
of a throne—who told them. 

“T think,” he observed, in that 
matchless and measured style of his, 
“that there has been by many persons 
a great injustice done to the Queen in 
reference to her desolate and widowed 
position; and I venture to say this, 
that a woman, be she Queen of a great 
realm or be she the wife of one of your 
laboring men, who can keep alive in 
her heart a great sorrow for the lost 
object of her life and affections, is not 
at all likely to be wanting in a great 
and generous sympathy with you.” 

There it is—Bright struck the note, 
in this as in many other cases. Glad- 
stone was Prime Minister, and Victoria 
and he had little sympathy. “He 
addresses me,” she complains in her 
diaries, “as if I were a public meeting” ; 
but he ventured a remonstrance,. 

**Ma’am,” he said to her at Windsor, 
“the living have their claims as well 
as the dead; and what claims could 
be more imperative than those of a 
great nation?” 


Said the Queen: “I feel sure, Mr. 
Gladstone, that the nation does not 
desire the spectacle of a poor broken- 
hearted widow, dragged out alone in 
state for a show. But it is my firm 
resolve that his wishes and his plans 
shall in everything be my law—” 

“Then,” said the Prime Minister, 
“does Your Majesty hold that this 
retirement, this complete withdrawal 
from all public service, would have 
been his wish?” 


UNANSWERABLE, to be sure; and 
from then on the nation saw more of its 
Victoria. The ’sixties faded, the 
’seventies passed, with Gladstone alter- 
nating with Disraeli in power, and the 
Franco-Prussian war, and the shelter- 
ing of another widowed queen, driven 
into exile; Roberts marched to Kanda- 
har, Disraeli bought control of the 
Suez Canal, the Empire expanded and 
expanded. In 1877, Disraeli, with a 
stroke of that half-Oriental genius of 
his that made him the first courtier of 
his age, laid before his Royal mistress 
a spectacular gift. Twenty years after 
the Mutiny, Victoria became Empress 
of India. 

She was fifty-eight, but already 
molded into that aspect of majesty 
which was her outward seeming down 
the years. The ministers and advisers 
of her youth had gone—Stockmar, 
Melbourne, Peel, Wellington; gone 
after Albert. She was already, with a 
quarter century of life to come, an 
older statesman. 

“|. not so much a Queen or an 
Empress, but rather as a mother, or 
perhaps I should say a grandmother, of 
a great family. And that to me is the 
proudest title of them all.” 

The ’eighties crept upon her, and 
Disraeli himself departed, old and 
broken, murmuring over the fire at 
Hughenden. Gordon was lost at 
Khartoum, and the Queen as good as 
charged Gladstone with his murder. 
That tragedy faded—and the fiftieth 
year of her reign approached, Other 
English monarchs had held the throne 
as long, but it was felt, universally, 
that this occasion was a special one. 
The Golden Jubilee of 1887 was in 
itself such a pageant as no crowned 
head in England had ever enjoyed. 

Behind her carriage, himself nearing 
fifty, rode her eldest son, already the 
bearded, impressive figure that was to 
be Edward VII. Ministers from every 
Dominion, princes from the Indian 
Empire, troops, white, black and 
brown, followed. The legend was 
built now; firmly established. 

Not even the newly arisen and high- 
ly vocal labor. Two years later came 
the Dock Strike, came John Burns and 
Keir Hardie and Crooks and the rest 
of them—firebrands then, disconcert- 
ing, but themselves later to be labor’s 
own older statesmen. There was a fiery 
little Welshman with a bitter tongue 
just considering politics. That Joseph 
Chamberlain who had once talked of a 
republic was on his way to greatness 
as a Minister of the Crown, his two 
sons to follow him. A strange being, 
a Socialist by the name of Ramsay 
MacDonald was very quietly dreaming 
his way up. # Continued on page 76 
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ou see Madam. 























@ The very scent and 
touch of Sunlight Soap 
tells you it’s different. 
Naturally! There isa 
$5000 guarantee of purity 
printed on every carton, 


@ This purity shows itself 
the moment the soap touches 
the water. Silken suds be- 
gin to form immediately 
.. and no soap can begin 
to work until it is dissolved, 


®@ Sunlight makes moun- 
tains of soft, pure, cleans- 
ing suds that are magical 
in searching out dirt, yet 
safe for everything that's 
washable, 



















@ You'll find Sunlight 
makes white clothes whiter 
and coloured ones brighter. 
No patches of undissolved 
soap clinging to them... 
no harmful adulterant to 
break down fabrics, 


e And, in record time, 
Sunlight Soap gives you 
extra-clean, sweet-smell- 
ing clothes. Without rub- 
i: bing and scrubbing, fabric 
wy) rye) is protected, beauty re- 
ma mY Ne Wd ’ newed, life prolonged. 


oP 
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@ Note, also, your hands, 
Not rough and red as with 
harsh soaps, but smooth 
and white, protected by the 
purity of Sunlight Soap 
... the choice of millions of 
housewives every washday. 










EXT WEEK use Sunlight 
Soap and you'll have a de- 
lightful, new washday experience 
... less work, more time to spare 
for the things you like to do. 
And, even a few washings will 
show you that Sunlight is the 
most economical soap you 
can use. 












A PRODUCT OF LEVER BROTHERS 
LIMITED 
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“You're all the family 
I’ve got, Molly-o” 


“I don’t want you to come down with 
a bad cold. We're going to tackle it 
ight now—at that very first sneeze. 
= a few drops of this Vicks 
VA-TRO-NOL right up your nose. 


“Now the other side. 


“There. Doesn’tthat feel fine! Notice 
how clear and comfortable it makes 
head. Bet you couldn’t sneeze now 

if you wanted to! 


“Sure, Mummy does all this when 
she’s here. But,shucks, I’ve got to keep 
up with the times, too, if I’m going to 

care of a young lady all by myself. 

“You know, Honey, Vicks made this 
Va-tro-nol on purpose for people’s 
noses, cause that’s where 
3 out of 4 colds start. 


“Even when I forget 
and wait tillmy own head 
is stuffed up tight, just a 
few drops are generally enough to let 
me breathe nice and easy again. And if 
you get after the cold early, like I’m 
doing with yours, why, lots of times it 
never does grow up into a real cold. 

“*Course,some colds are plumb stub- 
born and get by no matter what you 
do. If you don’t feel all better tonight, 
we'll get out the good old Vicks 





\se/ 
Over ‘t7/ MILLION VICK AIDS USED 
YEARLY FOR BETTER CONTROL OF COLDS 


VAPORUB and give your chest and back 
a good rubbing, like Mummy does. 
Remember how good it made you feel 
that night when you started coughing? 


“There’s nothing like VapoRub when 
you're tight and achy 
with a cold. You seem 
to feel it working right 
through yourskinand all 
the time you’re breath- | (g=> 
ing in those grand Vicks vapors. Before 
you know it, you’re soun oe just 
as if you'd never had a cold at all.” 

e y e 
Molly’s father certainly knows what to do 
about colds. He must have read the special 
folder that comes in each Vicks package — 
“Vicks Plan for Better Control of Colds in 
the Home.” 

In the largest clinical tests ever made on 
colds—tests in which 17,353 people were 
subjects— Vicks Plan cut sickness from colds 
more than half! Va-tro-nol and VapoRub are 
the only medications used in Vicks Plan. 
You'll find it a simple, practical guide that 
any mother (or daddy) can easily follow. 


VICKS 


VA-TRO-NOL | VAPORUB 


For direct applica- | For double direct 
tion to nose and action (stimulation- 
upper throat where inhalation) if a cold 
most colds should develop 


Helps 
PREVENT 














THESE FACIALS ARE TERRIBLY 
EXPENSIVE. | CANT AFFORD 
Ym THEM ANY MORE. 
As F| WHY SUCH ELABORATE 
Ea TREATMENTS, HELEN ? 
USE CUTICURA 
AT HOME AND 
KEEP YOUR 
SKIN LOVELY 
FOR LESS THAN 
1¢ A DAY. 






























BE YOUR OWN 
eRe 


CUTICURA IS 
MARVELOUS! THERE'S 
SCARCELY A BLACKHEAD 
ON MY FACE. AND MY 
OTHER SKIN FLAWS 
ARE DISAPPEARING 
TOO. > 


ern ERPERT 
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CUTICURA'S SPECIAL 
COMBINED CLEANSING, 
CLEARING, SOFTENING, 
AND BEAUTIFYING 
PROPERTIES HELP TONE 
AND REFINE Fez 
THE SKIN AND Ly 
GUARD AGAINST 
IRRITATION FROM 
EXTERNAL CAUSES 


= 7 7 
SOAP 25¢ @ OINTMENT 25¢ 
SOAP ano 
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Question—My son, 161% months 
old, is strong and sturdy, but in walk- 
ing he toes in very badly. What should 
I do about it?—Mrs. W. E. A., Canora 
Sask. 


Answer—Select shoes witha straight 
inner edge. He will come all right. 


* + * 


Question— Please send for my two- 
months-old daughter formula using 
corn syrup, and tell me how to increase 
it. When preparing milk in a double 
boiler, how long should it cook? Is it 
all right to put the mixture in a ther- 
mos bottle or does it have to be cooled? 


—Mrs. R. W., Tupperville, Ont. 


Answer—Plan of feeding sent to 
you. Corn syrup in the same propor- 
tion may be used instead of sugar, By 
preparation of milk in a double boiler, 
I suppose you mean pasteurizing it. 
The temperature used is 145 degrees 
Fahr., and this temperature must be 
maintained for 30 minutes. The milk 
should not be put in a thermos bottle, 
but should be cooled to 40 or 50 
degrees Fahr. 


Question—My boy, nine months 
old, is healthy but his upper eyelids do 
not open wide enough and this condi- 
tion gives him a sleepy look. Please 
advise. A friend’s two-year-old son, 
recovering from whooping cough, re- 
cently passed with the urine a dark 
brownish-red fluid. This has occurred 
but once. Does this indicate the begin- 
ning of kidney trouble?—Mrs, C. B., 
Yarmouth, N.S. 


Answer—I do not think you need 
worry about the condition of your 
boy’s eyes. When he begins fully to 
observe the wonders about him, his 
eyes will open up. If the condition of 
your friend’s child, as described, does 
not recur, it may be considered as of no 
serious moment. If it does recur, have 
the urine examined, 


* * #* 


Question—My baby, nearly seven 
months old, weighs 15 Ib. I am still 
nursing her. She has no teeth as yet. 
When shall I wean her and what do 
you advise for her food?—Mrs. F. E., 
Edgeley, Sask. 


Answer—Keep on nursing your 
baby until nine months, supplement- 
ing the breast by the addition of part 
of the formula for seven months and 
after which I enclose. Milk and cod- 
liver oil are the best stimulants to 
teeth growth. # 


A MONTHLY SERVICE — Dr. J. W. S. 
McCullough, who contributes these articles 
monthly, will answer questions to Chate- 
laine concerning the care of babies. A 
stamped, addressed envelope should be 
enclosed if a private answer is desired. 
Free pre-natal and post-natal letters are 
available by writing to the Mothercraft 
Service of Chatelaine. These are issued 
by the Canadian Council on Child and 
Family Welfare through its Child Hygiene 
Section and Department of Public Health. 
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“Crown Brand” Corn Syrup 
makes happy, healthy 
children. No doubt about 
that, for doctors say it 
creates Energy and helps 
to build strong, sturdy 
bodies. Children love it 
and never tire of its 
delicious flavor. 
é oriaed Enea 2 
rand”’ can. Look on the lid 


of your can for news of how to 
get it FREE. 


THE FAMOUS 
ENERGY 
















The CANADA STARCH COMPANY Limited 


IS BABY 


FRETFUL? 


REMOVE THE CAUSE! 


FRETFULNESS is not natural. It is 
a sign of trouble. A warning alarm to 
which you must quickly respond. 

Read how Mrs, H——, of Moncton, 
N.B., prevents fretfulness. “During 
Baby’s teething period I found Baby’s 
Own Tablets especially beneficial, as 
my child did not fret or cry as so many 
children do. I consider Baby’s Own 
Tablets a mother’s friend.” 


And Mrs. W——, of Lorneville, N.B., 
says: “I always keep a supply of 
Baby’s Own Tablets on hand — they 
keep my children healthy and happy.” 


They also bring quick relief from 
diarrhoea, colic, upset stomach, simple 
croup, colds, constipation, summer 
complaint and simple fever. 


The most delicate baby can take 
Baby’s Own Tablets with safety. They 
act quickly. Are free from opiates and 
stupefying drugs. An analyst’s certifi- 
cate on every box. 25 cents. Money 
back if you are not satisfied with the 
results. 
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lene bring quick rel 
trontesent successfully 
years. Penetrates local congested 
relieves irritation, loosens mucus an 
yoasens apveree ot oveuyeme - whoo: 
ng cough, spasmodic croup and coug 
associated with bronchial irritations 
and bronchitis. Dependable — easy 
to use. At druggists, 
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Co. Miles Bidg., Montresl. 

















cRpinonn 


CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1937 


oe brings so much in twelve big issues .. . 
and yet, at these Special Christmas Gift Rates, it is amaz- 
ingly inexpensive! A group of four or more Gift Subscrip- 
tions (in which your own subscription or renewal may be 
included) will cost as little as fifty cents for each subscrip- 
tion. Choose Chatelaine—a gift that will be appreciated by 
the most discriminating of your friends, at a cost that is well 
within the pocketbook of everyone! 


It’s so simple, too—no more trouble than sitting down for a 
few minutes with your pen and filling in the Christmas Gift 
Order Form. Mail it to us with your remittance, and we 
assume the whole responsibility—surely the pleasantest, least 
bothersome solution that you can find to your Gift problem! 


You can include your own subscription or renewal 
as part of a Gift Order at these special rates... 
even though your renewal may not be due for some 
time. This is the only time when such exceptionally 
attractive rates are available. 


If any of your friends to whom you send 
Chatelaine as a Gift are already subscribing, we will 
give a full year’s extension to their subscriptions. 
They will, of course—like all those to whom you 
send Gift Subscriptions—receive the Gift Announce- 
ment Card with your greetings. 


LOVELY CARD TO ANNOUNCE GIFTS 


HRISTMAS is the children’s day, above all others—and 

it is particularly appropriate that this year our Gift 
Announcement Card should reproduce a delightful portrait 
of the First Children of the Empire—Their Royal Highnesses 
Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret Rose. This charm- 
ing child study is reproduced by special arrangement with 
Marcus Adams, internationally famous Photographer of 
Royalty. It is printed on heavy art paper, size 744” x 934”, 
with wide margins suitable for framing. 


One of these cards will be mailed to each person who 
receives a Gift Subscription, carrying the personal greetings 
of the donor of the Gift. 


CHRISTMAS GIFT ORDER FORM 


Oe net A A A 2 RT IRE 9 eM 
, 


To CHATELAINE, 481 Untversiry Ave., ToRonrTo: 
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Me : 


[| tndieate in this square, if including your own subscription. 


Enclosed please find $.......... OOF etki Subscriptions, as listed below. Please send to each, at no additional charge to me, the Gift Announcement 


Card with my personal greetings. 
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OF PAPER, WITH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS AND ENCLOSE. 
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WHOLE YEAR THROUGH 
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Your FRIENDS will appreciate Chatelaine—because it is a gift that runs on right 
through the year... . that brings, with every issue, a fresh measure of enjoyment .... 
thrilling fiction by international favorites . . . . lively, interesting articles . . . . practical, 
day-to-day help in housekeeping problems .... mew and stimulating ideas on health, on 
beauty culture, on handicrafts . . . . the famous “Simplicity’’ Patterns . . . . and seasonable 


fashion news, smartly illustrated, from Paris, London, New York. 








TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THIS WONDERFUL OFFER NOW... 
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you ever stopped to think what 

an amazing place the modern 

grocery store is? There, on 
shelves and counters surrounding you is Sum- 
mer packed in cans. 

Now, thanks to this “packaged summer,” 
you can enjoy delicious, wholesome fruits and 
vegetables — garden greenery, vitamins, min- 
erals,and all—any time of the year. They come 
to you with all the nourishing qualities they 
had on that warm, sunny day when they were 
picked at the peak of freshness, and whisked 


7 4 
Wi ae 
trawberie 


Gx. _ 


to nearby canneries; where they were sealed 
in cans and cooked while in their prime. 

Almost any kind of food that you can think 
of is available to you all year ’round in cans — 
waiting to add variety to your winter menus, 
with great saving of time and effort — and 
money, too; for there is no waste in canned 
foods. Now is the time when you and your 
family will appreciate most the large selec- 
tions of foods commercially packed. Stock 
your pantry well this winter, and let your meals 
never know any “out of seasons.” 


AMERICAN CAN COMPANY 


MONTREAL, QUEBEC + HAMILTON, ONTARIO + TORONTO, ONTARIO 
AMERICAN CAN COMPANY, LTD., VANCOUVER, B. C. 
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DID YOU KNOW THAT 
cd 


Commercially canned foods are scienti- 
fically grown, and that only the very 
choicest of the raw materials are packed. 


Protective measures employed in com- 
mercial canning combine to insure that 
vitamins are retained in the highest pos- 
sible degree. 


Such measures include: raw materials 
picked at the optimum state of maturity; 
prompt handling of the harvested crop; 
scientific heat sterilization; and exclusion 
of air to a maximum extent during the 
canning. 


Food minerals, ordinarily lost in home 
cooking when water is drained off, are 
conserved by the canning process; for the 
fresh food is sealed in the can, then seal- 
cooked, so that all the nourishing quali- 


ties are locked inside. 
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A million wives have asked a million husbands 
that question at the daily A. M. dash ... and 
got a mumbled answer that meant nothing 
net, as far as meal planning was concerned 


All right, we’re going to help wives out. 
We’re going to tell you of a golden food 
your husband never hoped he could get 
in wintertime. We’re going to mention 
something loved by the boy in every man; 
the one food that recalls boyhood days. 
Back on the farm. Roastin’ ears times. 
And that’s— 

NIBLETS CORN .. . Del Maiz Niblets. 
Corn-on-the-cob-without-the-cob. With 
the honest-to-goodness flavor of golden 
roastin’ ears just five minutes out of 
the garden. 

You can serve this mealtime treat to- 
day, tomorrow, next week or next month 
+ ++ any time. These great golden ker- 
nels of sweet tender corn, sliced clean 
from the cob are ready for you at your 
grocer’s—packed in vacuum, packed just 
in their own juicy, glorious flavor. 

There’s no corn like Niblets Corn. It’s 

packed from a different 
breed—and a secret one. 
enter tevey thas Look at the kernels—they’re 
mings.”’ Superb with taller, tenderer. Grown on 
coat > ome popoer a cob searcely bigger than a 


and plenty of butter. 


But if you must have . s 
auiaae lioee aheion pencil, to yield deeper, 
Niblets Corn with lit- meatier whole kernels with- 


So snueaae, <heeeet out any tough fiber. All the 
con or grilled ? sunshine, all the goodness of 
. fresh corn—for tonight or 

any night you want topleaseyourhusband. 


The Green Giant Family of Quality Products 
Grown and Packed In Canada 


Green Giant Peas e Del Maiz Niblets 
Corn ¢ Niblet-Ears Corn ¢ Del Maiz 
Cream Style Corn e Green Giant As- 

ragus @ Green Giant Tomatoes ¢ 
sreen Giant Tomato Juice ¢ Green 
Giant Golden Wax Beans 


FINE FOODS OF CANADA. Ltd. 


TORONTO, ONTARIO 


ALSO PACKERS OF GERBER’S STRAINED VEGETABLES — GROWN AND PACKED IN CANADA 
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A Merry Christmas is the theme . . 
Green and Red the color scheme 


ALL SET for Christmas—a table as gay as a carnival, reflecting 
Victorian glitter against modern trimly tailored background. For isn’t 
the season Old Home Week and hasn’t the day its own traditions? 

We’re old fashioned enough to like a white Christmas outdoors 
and a green and red one within. And the brilliancy of the Christmas 
trappings with real food, served at the table and eaten to the music 
of merriment and the tinkle of silver in the hands of our own 
special people. 

A shiny grey satin cloth is used as a foil for the brilliant color in 
decoration and appointments. Not altogether practical, perhaps, 
but effective and very charming. More thrifty souls could carry 
out the idea in a less expensive way with silk, linen, sateen or some 
other easily washable material. Edge all round with narrow white 
fringe and use white linen table napkins. 

The china is Wedgwood in a new design, lusciously but airily 
patterned with green leaves and grapes, outlined in silver. Goblets 
and cocktail glasses have clear crystal bases and rich green bowls 
cut to reflect little points of light. Crystal candelabra with snow- 
white tapers at three levels. The flatware is the popular “‘Corona- 
tion,” long and sleek with the decorations following the square- 
cut shape of the handles. 

For the centrepiece, a great mound of iridescent Christmas tree 
balls—all colors—piled high on an oblong tray with satin smooth 
green leaves tucked in the spaces. They glisten and shine like soap 
bubbles about to burst and reflect the picture of lovely ladies who sit 
opposite. Plain large globes—the five-cent size—make the most 
impressive effect and little clusters of artificial leaves are smart with 
them. Or you could use holly, mistletoe, cedar or pine pompons. 

Two smart matching “bouquets” of pear-shaped ornaments 
carry the decoration in a long line down the centre of this refectory 
table. At each place are gift boxes wrapped in bright red Cellophane, 
and tied with silver tape. Instead of the usual ribbon bows, tight 
little bunches of “glassips” give extra perkiness. The ends are dipped 
in sealing wax—white or colored—for finish. 

Red and green mints in low silver dishes and red-tipped cigarettes 
like soldiers on parade help to carry out the traditional color scheme. 
The food—on the table when the guests come in to dinner—also 
conforms to the Christmas spirit of good cheer. As a curtain raiser, 
we suggest honeydew melon balls in formal arrangement, garnished 
with strips of maraschino cherries and accompanied by tiny biscuits 
—little cheese sticks in a variety of colors. Follow with the dinner 
on page 69, or with one of your own choosing—just so long as it 
looks and smells and tastes like a Merry Christmas. 


China and Linen, courtesy T. Eaton Company Ltd.; Glassware, courtesy 
Birks Ellis Ryrie Ltd.; Silver, courtesy Oneida Community Ltd.; background 
by A. T. Galt Durnford and Fetherstonhaugh and Durnford, Architects. 


Recipes will be sent by Chatelaine Institute on request. 
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1 BREAKFAST LUNC HEON or SUPPER 
Stewed Prunes Cheese Toast and Bacon 
Cereal Dill Pickles 
Scones Jam Canned Pears Ginger Cookies 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
2 Frankfurters 
Orange Halves Sauerkraut 
Cereal Rye Bread or Hard Brown 
Plain Omelet Toast Rolls 
Coffee Tea = Cakes Fruit Sauce 
ea Cocoa 
5 sabes 
Cream of Celery Soup 
Tomato Juice Sardine Salad with 
Cereal Hard-cooked Egg Garnish 
Toast Marmalade Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
4 pfipale Sous Rice and Meat Croquettes 
Toasted Muffins sam 
n Tries 
ae Pecan Roll 
Coffee Tea Tea 
5 ter Stew 
(Sunday) — ; 2 noon 
Grape Juice with Orange Slice Banana and Pineapple Salad 
Bacon and meer | Cream ing 
Toast rve Brownies 
Coffee Tea Tea 
6 
rk god Bees 
Cereal and Chopped Dates rown Brea 
Toast ets” Sy ga ae 
Coff wi s 
= Tea Cocoa 
¥ She d’s Pie 
Half Grapefruit Chili Sauce 
Broiled Smoked Fish Vanilla Rennet Custard 
Toast Jelly with Apricots (from Monday) 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
8 : , 
S Creamed Pilchard with 
Orange Juice Pimiento on Toast 
Cereal Apple Sauce 
Plain Muffins Jam Fresh Gingerbread 
ce Tea Tea Cocoa 
. th Noodle Soup 
Sliced Bananas Cabbage, Pineapple and Nut 
Toast Marmalade Cu _— d 
t 
Coffee Tea ae Cale 
10 ; 
; ‘ Sav Corn Pudding 
Prunes with Lemon rown Rolls 
French Toast Canned Peaches 
Syrup Butterscotch Cookies 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
fi Rae 
‘ Fish Cakes (left-over fish) 
Tomato Juice Parsley Sauce 
Cereal Head Lettuce with Dressing 
Toast Conserve Frosted Layer Cake 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
aie Cream of Mushroom Soup 
‘s ) Grapefruit Assorted Sandwiches 
ones Sliced Ba “ake 
led i nanas e 
Toast pn ap Jelly Hot Chocolate 
Coffee Tea 
¥ Italian Spaghetti 
ian Spag i 
Cereal ion — 
Ca ums ies 
Toast Jam : 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocos 
14 5 Tomato Jules - 
Grnnge Halves Comal cet ae 
Grilled Baby sore Fresh Raisin Scones 
Toast elly Honey 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 





16 
Pineapple Juice 
Coed 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 
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Grapes 


Pancakes pa Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


Cold Sliced Corned Beef 
Mustard Pickle 
Shredded Raw Vegetable Salad 
Jam Tarts 

Tea 


Casserole of Lima Beans 
Apple, Celery and Nut Salad 
Cinnamon Buns 

Tea Cocoa 


MEALS OF 


THE MONTH 


DINNER 
Roast Rolled Shoulder of Veal 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Apple Batter Pudding 
Butterscotch Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Chicken Broth 
Cold Roast Veal 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Canned Corn-on-the-Cob 
Tapioca Cream 
-offee Tea 


Scalloped Salmon 
Baked Potatoes 
Boiled Shredded Cabbage 
Cranberry a 
Coffee Tea 


Shoulder Lamb Chops 
vureey Potatoes 


Broccoli 
Orange Cornstarch Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Chicken Broth 
Rolled Rib Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 

Pumpkin Pie 
flee Tea 


Cold Roast Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes 


Glazed Parsni 
Johnny Cake Maple Syrup 
Coffee 


As s Soup 
Grilled usages 
Creamed Potatoes 
Canned Spinach 
Lemon Foam 
Coffee Tea 


Irish Stew 
Dumplings 
Buttered Beets 
Creamed Celery 
Ice Cream _ — Sauce 


Coffee Tea 


Sirloin Steak 
Fried Onions 
Mashed Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Steamed Fruit Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Finnan Haddie 
with Lemon Butter 
Browned rae samee Peas 
aked Appl 
Whipped ream 


Grilled Fresh Ham Slice 
.“—— — Potatoes 
utter agus 
Diced Fruit in Lime Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Chicken Pie 
Cranbe Sauce 
Baked Squash 


Brussels Sprouts 
Chilled Rice Mold 


Maple Syrup 
ffee Tea 


Broth 
Hamburger Balls 
Creamed Potatoes Carrots 
Cup Cakes Cranberry Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Corned Beef 
Boiled Potatoes 
Savoy Cabbage 
Dep Spple Pie Cheese 
ffee Tea 


Dressed Spareribs 
Duchess Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Baked Caramel Custard 

Coffee Tea 


Liver and Bacon 
Creamed Potato 
String Beans 
Apricot Upside-Down Cake 
Coffee Tea 


17 BREAKFAST 
Stewed ae Spee 
Cerea 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


18 
Cereal with Dates 
Bacon 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


19 
(Sunday) 
Grapefruit Juice 
re 
Broiled Kidneys 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


20 


Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Plain Omelet Toast 
Coffee Tea 
22 
Prunes 
(from Tuesday) 
Bacon 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


23 
Half Grapefruit 
Corea 


Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


24 
Sliced Baneane 


Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





25 
(Christmas Day) 
e Halves 
Codfish Cakes 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


26 

(Sunday) 

Chilled Pineapple Juice 
Cereal 


Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 


27 
Coons with Figs 


Bacon 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


28 
Orange Juice 


Pancakes Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


real 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Juice 
real 
Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 
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Half Grapefruit 
Kippers 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Grilled Ciscoes 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Sliced Oran and Cocoanut 

kies 
Tea Cocoa 


Vegetable Soup 
Canned Corn-on-the-Cob 
Stewed Apples 
(from Friday) 
Gingerbread 

Tea 


Ramekins of Macaroni and 
Chipped ~~ with Mushroom 


up 
Bran Muffins 
Pear, Cheese and Grape Salad 
ea Cocoa 





Salmon and Celery Salad 
Toasted Muffins ( hom Sunday) 
Blancmange with Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 





Casserole of Sweet Potatoes 
and Left-over Pork 
Stewed Prunes 
Nut Bars 

Tea 





Cheese Soufflé 
Brown Rolls 
Canned Ras arte 

Sandwich 
Tea 


Fruit Tapioca 
Tea 


resh Johnny e yru 
Tea Cocoa . 





Plate of Assorted Sandwiches 
Green and Ripe Olives 
Shortbreads it Cake 

Hot Chocolate 


Cranberry Ring with 
Turkey Salad 


Angel Cake 
Hot Chocolate Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Broth with Rice 
Crackers Cc 
Banana and Nut Salad 
Cookies or Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Omelet 
Stewed Fi 
tew 
; Wafers 
Tea 


Sausages 
Baked Sweet Potatoes 
Fruit Cup 
Drop Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 





Clam Chowder 
Jellied Raw Vometeate Salad 
Canned Pineapple 


Sealigped Fe Potatoes and Onion 
ae Rolls 
we Crea 
omnes or Jelly Roll 
Cocoa 





DINNER 
Cream of Tometo Soup 
Vegetable Plate 
(Baked Stuffed Potatoes, 
Cauliflower with Cheese Sauce , 
Scalloy pd Temmatont, Peas) 
Coffee t Mince Pie ‘Tea 


Oven-cooked Round Steak 
Mashed Potatoes Turnips 
Grape Tapioca 
ffee Tea 


Roast Loin of Pork 
Apple Sauce 
Franconia Potatoes 
Creamed Celery 
ne Ice Cronen 4 with 
e Syrup Cookies 
Coofice Tea 


Pea Sou 
Cold Roast 
Savory Rice 


Buttered Ca 
aa Raisin B: read Budding 








Veal Steak 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots _ 

Chocolate Rice Pudding 
ee Tea 


Browned Hamburger and 

















nent of Tomato Soup 


plinetae eee 


Le 
"Bananas eg 
ee Tea 





The Meals of the Month as compiled by M. Frances Hucks 
are a regular feature of Chatelaine each month 
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UST like a man! Four times running 

Jerry had refused to eat Jane’s salads. 
Never a voiced complaint, mind you; 
Jerry just didn’t eat them, and Jane got 
pretty mad. Finally, he confessed her 
dressings were too harsh, too sour. He 
liked them exciting, but merciful —fia- 
voursome, but not so insistent. Then 
Jane blew up! 


“Why didn’t you say so!” she cried, 
“I know the simplest answer in the world!” 
And Jane promised that hereafter she 
would use only Heinz Vinegar and Olive 
Oil. Jerry promised he wouldn’t complain 
if they cost a fraction more, because — as 
he so rightly said — “It’s cheaper to pay 
more for something better.” 


Have you tried Heinz Vinegars in your 
dressings? They’ll win your eternal pref- 
erence the very first time. They’re the 
true essence of the finest Canadian fruits 
and grains aged and mellowed for months 
in wood. They’re mature, winy, breath- 
taking in bland pungency. You'll find 
Heinz Vinegars and Heinz Olive Oil give 

-glorious character and consistency to 
every dressing you make. 


Groves around Seville, Spain, where 
‘the Heinz plant is located, supply the 
world’s finest olives for Heinz Olive Oil. 
Only the first pressing is used. It gives 
you the fresh, true, olive flavour—clear 
— natural — bright — transparent — 
appetizing! 


If you like your dressings ready for 
use, get Heinz Salad Cream and Heinz 
Mayonnaise. See how delectable they 
are. Everything Heinz makes is so good. 
You'll agree Jerry was right about paying 
a little more for something better. 


Be sure to send for The Heinz Book of 
Salads and Meat Recipes. Recipes for scores 
of salads and dressings—meat—fish—poultry. 
Cocktail canapés — hors d’oeuvres — sand- 
wiches. Modern—exciting—practical. Twenty- 
five cents brings it—or only ten 
cents with labels from any three of 
Heinz products. Address H.J.Heinz 
Co., Dept. C3, Toronto. 
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“Tt was just a chat—about this and 
that.” 

“Did Mr. Robinson ask you to come 
to his room?” 

“Oh, that was my idea!” said Mrs. 
Howard, airy again. “I thought poor 
Mr. Robinson was lonely, and I sug- 
gested to Mr. Petrie to come and talk 
to him.” 

“Is that statement correct, sir?” said 
Grimes. 

“No!” said Petrie, and his voice was 
sharp. “Mrs. Howard said that out of 
a friendly wish to help me out, and I 
appreciate it. But it’s not a fact. And 
I don’t need any help.” 

The color rose in her cheeks, 

“You ladies can go now,” said 
Grimes. 

“I'd rather stay,” said Victoria. 

“Sorry, miss. I’ll have to ask you 
both to go.” 

They went out into the hall to- 
gether, and turned toward the stairs. 
Mrs. Howard did not notice the rat 
still lying there. 

“There was one time when my help 
wasn’t so despicable,” she said, her 
breath coming fast, that color still 
flaming. “There was a time when if I 
hadn’t held my tongue, George Petrie 
would have been hanged.” 

Victoria looked at her, startled and 
openly incredulous. 

“Ask him!”’ said Mrs. Howard. “ Ask 
him how he’d have liked it if the police 
had ever found that cheque he gave 
Lottie.” 

“Pooh!” said Victoria, in a loud, 
childish voice. 

“T’ve got it this very moment,” said 
Mrs. Howard. “You can tell him that. 
And you can tell him that he can’t 
play fast and loose with me.” 

She pushed past Victoria and hurried 
down the stairs. 


, 


“1 DON’T care what evidence there 
is,” thought Victoria, biting her lip to 
keep back the tears. “‘I don’t care how 
things look. I know George Petrie 
never did anything horrible or cruel, in 
his life. If everyone else is against him, 
all right. I’Il find out who really did 
these things.” 

She followed Mrs. Howard down 
into the lounge, and saw Marge and 
Jake sitting on a sofa together. 

“Well, Mr. Jacobus!” said Mrs. 
Howard with a smile. 

“Well!” said he, “I got Marge to 
drive me over to pay you a visit. 
Thought I’d get some dinner here.” 

“Dinner!” she said with a sigh. 
“I’m afraid there’s no chance of that. 
But I’ll be back in a moment. I’m just 
going to the kitchen—” 

“T’ll go along with you,” said Jake. 

“Really, you mustn’t, Mr. Jacobus. 
Mr. Jones wouldn’t—” 

He whispered something to her, and 
she smiled, a pretty little smile that 
brought dimples into her cheeks; she 
made no further protest, and he 
followed her into the dining room. 

“There’s a hussy, if you like,” said 
Marge. 

She was wearing a dark blue linen 
dress, neat and trim; but her face was 
grimy, obviously tear-stained. 

“Here!” she said. “‘Here’s your old 
letter.” 

“I’m not going to pay—”” 

“1 don’t want you to pay. Here, 
take it! It’s too late now.” 

“You mean, you can’t do—any 
harm with it now?” 








“To your boy-friend?” said Marge. 
“I don’t care what happens to him. 
They’ve got him at the police station, 
and I don’t care what they do to him. 
It was the money I wanted. But it’s 
too late. Willie telephoned to me. He’s 
—just given up.” 

““Who’s Willie?” 

“Mr. Jones to you,” said Marge. 
“He’s made the grandest fight to keep 
this place going . . . With everything 
against him. That Lottie business. . . 
That sort of publicity doesn’t exactly 
help a hotel. A lot of vague talk about 
poison . . . Everyone who was staying 
here then, left right away. But he took 
it on the chin, and he started all over 
again. He invited people here—people 
who'd talk about the place. He’d have 
succeeded, too, if he’d had any chance. 
But Jake wouldn’t hold off; he has a 
chattel mortgage on the furniture for 
fifteen hundred, and he’s going to 
foreclose tomorrow.” 

“Is that what you wanted the 
money for?” 

“Yes!” said Marge, ignoring the 
tears that ran down her pale cheeks. “I 
just hate to see a perfectly grand man 
defeated. Of course, you can see Jake’s 
side of it. He said that after this second 
murder the place was finished, and he 
was going to get what he could while 
the getting was good. Otherwise he’d 
have waited. But now—he won't. It’s 
—simply a business proposition—it’s a 
shame—for Willie to lose everything— 
just for fifteen hundred dollars . . .” 

“How did you get hold of that 
letter?” 

“The woman—whatever her name 
was—left it in the taxi when I drove 
her out here. She dropped a lot of 
things out of her purse. As a rule, | 
return things. I never tried—blackmail 
before. But I wish—I’d got the money 
out of you yesterday. Then I might 
have persuaded Willie—” 

“You wouldn’t have got the money 
from me,” said Victoria. “‘In the first 
place, I haven’t got anything like that 
much. And even if I had, I shouldn’t 
have given it to you.” 

“Oh, you’d have got it somewhere,” 
said Marge, “to save your sissy 
boy-friend.” 

“*He’s not—” Victoria began, when a 
man came striding out of the dining 
room; a big, swarthy man with a black 
mustache, and gloomy, bilious black 
eyes. 

** Now I shall see ze police, hein?”’ he 
shouted. “They put me in—ze prison, 
is it? What I have to do wiz zis— 
piggery?” He was beside himself with 
rage. “I keel all zeese people, hein? 
Me? Why I care, hein?” 

“Keep calm, Charles,” said Marge 
sternly. “You needn’t make more 
trouble for Mr. Jones.” 

“Why I get in trouble to save Mr. 
Jones, hein?” he demanded. “Mr. 
Jones he is good man, but he make 
himself a fool for zis woman. For 
six weeks he has pay me nozzing. 
Nozzing! That is because she spend, 
spend, spend! She buy—buy more 
vase for flowers, she buy new curtain, 
new everysing want somesing, new 
kettle for soup. No! Zere is no money 
for me! Only for ber! And now I shall 
tell ze police what I hear and make me 
more difficulties.” 

“You’d better calm down,” said 
Marge. “Or the police—” 

‘Well! I’m not calm! Every day she 
come into my kitchen. She make coffee 






Delicious as the savoury 
goodness of Prime Beef 
When you drink BOVRIL, you 


drink concentrated Beef Goodness. 


You feel it doing you good as 
you drink it: BOVRIL builds your 
vital power to resist the attacks 


of winter ills:—Colds, Chills and 


Influenza. 


BOVRIL 


ADDS TO THE JOY OF LIFE 
BY STIMULATING HEALTH 
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CUT OUT THESE RECIPES 





ROBT. G. JACKSON, M.D. 


CHRISTMAS PUDDING 


% Ib. raisins 
¥% lb. currants 
2 lb. dates 
¥% lb. almonds 
1% Ib. peel 
Y% Ib. cherries 
lb. brown sugar 


1 
4 eggs 
1 cup grated raw potato 
1 cup grated raw carrot 
4, Ib. chopped suet 

4 cups Roman Meal 

1 teaspoon allspice 

1 teaspoon cinnamon 
grated nutmeg. 


Put fruit, nuts, carrot, potato, into basin, 
dredge well with 1 cup Roman Meal. 
Mix chopped suet with 3 cups Roman 
Meal and add to fruit, etc. Cream sugar 
and eggs together and add this to mix- 
ture. Butter pudding bowl and pack to 
within one inch of top. Cover with 
waxed paper and tie cloth over bowl. 
Put in hot steamer and steam for about 
4 hours. This recipe does not require 
baking soda or baking powder although 
a little of either may be added if desired. 


w 


MEAT & POULTRY 
DRESSINGS 


1% cups Roman Meal 
2 teaspoons salt 
% teaspoon pepper 
1 teaspoon sage or other preferred 
seasoning 
2 tablespoons melted butter 
4 tablespoons onion, chopped fine 
1 egg 
1% cups milk. 


Soak Roman Meal with one cup milk for 
a few hours, or overnight, Break egg in 
measuring cup and add % cup milk. 
Mix other ingredients, then stir in milk 
and egg. The granules of Roman Meal 
will absorb the moisture during cooking 
and when ready the dressing will be 
just nicely moist. The quantities given 
are for a 5-lb. fowl—for larger fowl 
increase the quantities proportionately. 
The quantity of seasoning may be in- 
creased or reduced to suit individual 
taste. 


AND KEEP SAFELY 


Two recipes you will want to keep always. Why? 
Because they do away with “pasty”, “soggy” bread 
crumbs or flour. Follow these recipes for your Christ- 
mas Pudding, and Meat and Poultry Dressings. They 
will not be sticky masses of indigestibility, but granu- 
lar and porous to the digestive fluids which will mix 
quickly with them and quickly digest them. Delicious? 
One try, and only these will ever interest you! 


Recommended by ROBT. G. JACKSON, M.D. 


Write for free booklet “How to Keep Well” and other literature— 
address Robt. G. Jackson, M.D., 516 Vine Ave., Toronto. 
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ARE MORE IMPORTANT 


THAN THE RECIPE! 


® To get the best results 
with bran muffins, 
cookies, etc. you must 
use natural bran. 


Quaker Natural Bran is 
especially intended for 
baking and because it is 
natural bran it mixes 


It is more economical too 
and is sold only in Sealed 
—try it. 


Compare the vivid beauty, flawless 
quality and attractive prices of this 
classic new King’s Plate pattern- 
“Mayflower:” Super-plated, hand burn- 
ished - made by masters of the craft. 

At all good stores. 


McGLASHAN, CLARKE CO. LIMITED 
ee eee eee ee 


ND OPERATED 
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Victoria the Great 


Continued from page 65 


There was a silver-voiced Oxford 
scholar, barrister and Member of 
Parliament who signed himself Herbert 
Henry Asquith. There was a soldier 
out in Egypt called Colonel Kitchener. 

So the ’nineties broke. The Kaiser, 
Victoria’s own grandson—her eldest 
daughter had married the second Ger- 
man Emperor—was already outspoken 
in the sharp German manner. Bis- 
marck, the man of blood and iron, 
fell. Gladstone, in his eighties now, 
seemed an everlasting Prime Minister, 
almost as much of a legend as his 
mistress. The Duke of Clarence, 
Edward’s eldest son, died, and his 
sailor brother, George, became heir 
presumptive. A small boy, another 
Edward, ran in a white sailor suit. 
In South Africa, there was Cecil 
Rhodes, Paul Kruger, and the impa- 
tience of Dr. Jamieson—something 
was due to break there, soon. 

In 1897, Victoria the Great was 
borne in state, a tiny figure in a car- 
riage, with a parasol, to St. Paul’s once 
more; the Diamond Jubilee, for sixty 


years of her reign. She was all but 
eighty—and yet majesty radiated from 
her, a kind of benign aura. People 
genuinely wept as she passed down 
Fleet Street that morning in June. 

They thought, doubtless, it might 
be the last of her; and it was, almost. 
She lived for four years more; long 
enough to see Gordon avenged, to 
honor his avenger, to see the calamity 
of South Africa, and the turn of the 
century. On January 22, 1901, among 
the withered gardens and still lawns 
of Osborne House, in the Isle of Wight, 
she died. 

They took her, with ten kings and 
princes in her train, to the Windsor 
she had loved so well; and there they 
buried her, in the place of her own 
choosing, in the mausoleum by Albert 
at Frogmore. Not in the place of 
kings, in the vaults under St. George’s 
chapel, but in the leafy depths of 
Windsor Great Park. Somehow it 
seems as if she knew already, away 
back in 1861, that she, with Albert, was 
destined to be set apart. # 


The Girl Who Asked for Trouble 


Continued from page 21 


working on that today. Is there a 
vacant room we can use, Mrs. 
Howard?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said. “But—it—I’m 
afraid it hasn’t any furniture in it.” 

She seemed stupid with terror. 

“You can use my room,” she said, 
throwing open the door. She stepped 
back so hastily that she trod on 
Petrie’s foot, for lying on the floor was 
something, shining horribly in the 
dark. Petrie reached over her shoulder 
and turned on the light. 

“Only a bit of bread,” he said, and 
kicked it into a corner. 

“Sit down!’ said Grimes. “This is 
just a matter of routine.” He paused, 
as if he meant to put them at ease. 
The device was not successful. “Mrs. 
Howard—” he said, and she started 
violently. 

“Ves?” 

“You employed a girl named Lucy 
Meeker here, as a night-maid?” 

“Vea” 

“You sent a message to her this 
morning that she was not to return?” 

“Yes. I—Mr. Jones wants to—to 
cut down expenses.” 

“This girl made a statement, Mrs. 
Howard. She says that at nine-twenty 
last night, she brought clean towels 
to the deceased’s room. She states that 
when she knocked, the door was 
opened by you.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Howard, with more 
spirit, “‘I was there. The woman had 
sent for me, to make all sorts of 
complaints. I opened the door, and 
took the towels from Lucy.” 

“Why did you withhold this infor- 
mation from me, Mrs. Howard?” 

“I’m sorry . . . But I didn’t want to 
be mixed up in this horrible thing— 
and it didn’t seem important.” 

“It happens to be one of the most 
important facts in the case,” said 
Grimes, briefly. “‘Now, Miss Mac- 





Donald, the bellboy states that he saw 
you enter the hotel after Mr. Petrie, 
not before, as you told me. You say 
that you didn’t hear any shot. There- 
fore the shot was probably fired before 
you came in, at approximately nine- 
thirty. Mrs. Howard states that 
deceased was alive and talking to her 
at nine-twenty. She left the room 
almost at once, and went downstairs 
with the maid. I’ve checked everyone 
else in the place for that ten minutes. 
Except Mr. Petrie.” 

“T was in my room.” 

“Is there anyone who can corrobor- 
ate that, Mr. Petrie?” 

«“ Nobody.” 

There was a silence, and Victoria 
glanced sidelong at the bit of bread. A 
sick dread filled her; it seemed to her 
that Grimes was weaving poor Lottie’s 
death in a monstrous pattern with this 
other death. 

“Mr. Petrie, when we questioned 
Mr. Robinson, alias Lucas, he—”’ 

“When did you question him?” 
cried Victoria. 

“We were obliged to detain him, 
miss. I asked him a few questions and 
he had a heart attack. He registered as 
John Lucas, and his bag had the 
initials D. R. Later in the day, a man 
stationed in the grounds stopped him 
while he was attempting to leave the 
premises by a side door.” 

“Is he in prison?” 

“He’s being held, miss, for further 
questioning. Now, Mr. Petrie, are you 
willing to tell me what was your 
connection with Mr. Robinson?” 

“There wasn’t any.” 

“T understand that you were locked 
in his room with him for nearly an 
hour, Is that correct, sir?” 

“Ves,”” 

“Are you willing to state the nature 
of your conversation with Mr. Robin- 
son?” 
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INSIST ON 
FRY'S COCOA, 
IT IS SO 
MUCH 
BETTER! 


WRITE FOR FREE RECIPE BOOK 


FRY-CADBURY LTD. 
MONTREAL 


A cuP OF FRY’S IS A CUP OF FooD 





The Chatelaine 
Seal of Approval 


HATELAINE INSTITUTE SEAL 

on a product is a real safe- 
guard to the buyer. Chatelaine 
Institute Approved Products have 
passed thorough housekeeping tests. 
In addition, every approved food 
product has satisfied our chemists 
in regard to purity and quality. 
Similarly, every approved appli- 
ance has satisfied our engineers 
on the soundness of its construction. 





CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1937 


“Well, look here!’ said Victoria. 
“We ought to turn back, at once. III 
tell Captain Martineau what I 
think—” 

“I’m not going to let Jake steal my 
taxi!’’ Marge retorted. 

“Captain Martineau will see that 
you get it back.” 

“Tl get it back for myself. Look! 
There they are!” 

As they reached the crest of a hill, 
they saw a red tail-light sailing down 
the hill before them. 

“You can’t make them stop,” cried 
Victoria. 

“| always carry a gun,” said Marge. 

“This won’t do!” said Victoria 
sternly. 

But excitement was rising in her. 
They were gaining on the‘taxi. The 
little green car shot up the hills, 
glided down them with marvellous 
ease. 

“Captain Martineau will telephone 
ahead, and have us stopped,” she said. 

“We'll get them first. Good heavens! 
Jake’s driving like a fool! And he’ll 
wreck my cab, darn his eyes!” 

The taxi disappeared over the top 
of another hill. There was nothing 
in sight now; they were alone on the 
dusty road that looked white as sugar 
in the glare of the headlights. A long 
desolate whistle broke the quiet. 

“That’s the through freight,” cried 
Marge. “If only that will hold him up 
at the crossing ” 

“Marge, you’re not going to do 
anything—foolish, are yo ou?” 

“No. Of course not,” Marge an- 
swered. “I'll just make them get out. 
Then I'll get into my taxi; and they 
can walk. Or they can take Martin- 
eau’s car—if they want it.” 

She laughed, and Victoria laughed 
too, 

“But this won’t do!”’ she protested. 
“It’s serious.” 

“This murder idea? Miss—” 

“Not Miss Anything. Victoria.” 

“That’s a nice name,” said Marge. 
“Honestly, your idea of Mrs. Howard 
taking Jake off to murder him is 
crazy.” 

The tail-light was visible again, 
sailing up a hill. The freight train 
whistled again. 

“Now!” said Marge. 


THE GREEN CAR leaped forward; 
the dark world of trees rushed by as 
they drew steadily nearer and nearer 
to the red tail-light. Below them was a 
crossing, and as the taxi approached it, 
the gate began to descend like a giant 
arm. A bell rang insistently, the 
whistle blew again; there was a 
dramatic preparation for the coming 
of the freight train. 

The gate was halfway down as the 
taxi reached it. Then it went up; the 
taxi passed, rattled and bumped across 
the tracks. And the gate came down. 
When the green car arrived, the 
locomotive was going by, seeming 
slow and ponderous after their swift 
flight, and the freight cars passed, one 
after the other, endlessly, box cars, 
open cars. The train slowed down, 
stopped with a jolting and grinding, 
started again, and Marge and Victoria 
sat side by side in silence. 

“Jake knows the man at the cross- 
ing, of course,” said Marge presently. 
“That’s how he got across. He’s in a 
heck of a hurry to get himself mur- 
dered, isn’t he?” 


“He doesn’t know yet. She must 
have persuaded him to go with her in 
some way.” 

“That’s easy to understand,” said 
Marge. “She’s one of those women 

. Irresistible to men.” 

“Howard?” 

“Inevitable! They all fall for her. 
Even poor Willie. When she came to 
be interviewed for the job as house- 
keeper, he raved to me about her. 
‘Exactly the type I want,’ he said. 
“She’s a lady.’ ” 

“T don’t believe men like her,” said 
Victoria, thinking of Petrie, of Robin, 
of Charles. 

“Of course, they don’t like her,” said 
Marge. “‘I just said she was irresistible. 
They all have to do what she wants. 
Except Luigi, and his Latin blood 
seems to protect him from ladies.” 

Slowly the gate began to rise, and 
Marge drove across the tracks. The 
long straight road before them was 
empty. 

“Now I'll let her out,” said Marge. 

The car went forward like a bullet. 
The wind took Victoria’s breath away, 
roared in her ears. There was a cross- 
road ahead, and Marge sounded the 
horn. And it was a police siren. 

“Gosh!” she said, startled. “I 
never thought of that!” 

Then they both laughed. The road 
was perfect—smooth and straight. The 
speed, the sweet cool air were marvel- 
lous. 

“What a car!” shouted Marge. 

“You’re some driver!” Victoria 


shouted back. 


IT WAS a wretched anticlimax when 
the open country came suddenly to an 
end, and they were in a street with 
houses and lighted windows, and the 
exhilarating rush was ended. A boy 
was loitering on the corner, under a 
street lamp. 

“‘Did you see my taxi, Philip?” asked 
Marge, drawing up to the curb. 

“For the love of Mike!” he cried. 
“What are you doing in a police car?” 

“Official business,” said Marge. 
“Did you see my taxi?” 

“Well, yes, I did,” said Philip, 
staring at her and Victoria. “But 
wha—what—?” 

“Which way did it go?” 

“Down Elm Street. But what—?” 

There was the sound of a siren, 
coming nearer, in a long wild hoot. 
Marge turned the car and started 
again; they were in a village now, with 
other cars, little shops, a traffic light 
glowed red. Marge sounded the siren 
and drove past it; she kept the siren 
going, and everything made way for 
them, a big lumbering bus filled with 
people drew aside, a truck swerved, a 
rattle-trap old car got two wheels on 
the pavement outside a drug store. 
The other siren sounded louder and 
louder. . . 

Marge turned into a more prosperous 
street, with sedate houses behind white 
lawns. She stopped the siren. 

““There’s my taxi!” she said. “‘Out- 
side Jake’s house.” 

She slowed down, and looked around; 
farther down the street a car was 
coming out of a garage; she let it pass 
and turned the corner, and then she 
drove the green car into the garage, 
and closed the door. 

“Come on!” she said. 

They walked back along the quiet, 
tree-lined street, side by side. They 
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‘The legs of the bird 
slide gently down in- 


to a pool of gravy” 


"Sketches by Boz" 


CHAS DICKENS 


How much more appe- 
tising 1s any roast 
when served with a 
generous allowance of 


thick, rich Bisto gravy. 


rat 
ISTO 3 


MAKES 
DELICIOUS GRAVY 





















Nourishing Food for Hungry Appetites 


PURITY FLOUR 


Best for all your Baking 
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for herself. ‘Charles, you din’ know farther down the drive; Marge had 
how we make coffee down south’. . ._ it started before Victoria had even 
She make somesing for Mr. Jones,‘Oh, sat down. 
he’s so tired! I sink I make him little ““Who’s going to murder who?” she 
dish like we make in my home.’ She asked. 
come in. She pull out zis, pull out zat. “Mrs. Howard! Don’t you see? 
“Oh, I sink I make some sandwich—’ ”” ‘Those sandwiches 
“Sandwiches!” cried Victoria. “Perfectly crazy idea,” said Marge. 
“In zis moment she make sandwich,” “You mean you think Mrs. Howard 
said he. “Oh, I sink, Jacques and me_ is kidnapping Jake, so that she can 
: E wre? *. é have little peekneek—”’ feed him poison?” 
9+. pebeedees “Stop—!” Victoria began, when “She’s the one—” Victoria began, 
Marge caught her wrist. when a man’s voice called: 
“Listen,” she cried. “Why, that’s “Hey, there! Stop!” 
my taxi!” “Official business!” called Marge. 
She ran to the door, with Victoria “Stop!” he shouted, and leaped 
after her. The taxi was still under the over the low hedge that bordered the 
lighted porte-cochére, with Jake at the drive. Marge accelerated, and a shot 





' ; wheel. cracked out behind them. The car 
; x “Jake, come back here!” she called. started down the hill, and Victoria sat 
4 . But he had started the car with a _ tight, her skin crawling as an icy trickle 
; jerk. Victoria had a glimpse of Mrs. ran along her spine. She was waiting 
Howard’s white hair, and off they for another shot. 


went. Victoria ran down the steps. “We’re all right now,” said Marge. 
“Where are you going?” asked “Out of range. And this is a darn good 

Marge. little car. It ought to be. It’s Captain 
“They’ve got to be stopped!” cried Martineau’s.” 

Victoria. ““There’s a policeman some- “Is it?” said Victoria, a little faintly. 


where in the grounds . . . They’ve got But the cool air blowing in her face, 

» to be stopped—before there’s another and the smooth speed, restored her. 
murder!” “Captain Martineau’s car?” she 
said. “Do you suppose that was a 


policeman who fired?” 


“HERE!” said Marge. “Here’s an- 
other car. Hop in!” “Yes. It was Hank Driscoll. I 
It was a little green car standing recognized his voice.” 


Niel eae sd Sebi t ls 
iy tia eG Cra eD as ; FOR THE 
Amel mee) 1 ae) | > BOY FRIEND 


ee we nd | “© For the boy friend, it will pay 
f Enclosed aise find money order for $1.60 fe eee To purchase, you will find, 
and 3 Bull Dog pictures, for waterless cooker i a ee Something he needs every day _ 
. ir P Keeps you in his mind! 


S NAME.....--ceeeeeee 


rh PETER orate est ecenceses cone nee Williams Holiday Package; Colgate’s Men's Gift Box; Buckingham Gift 
Package; Woodbury Gift Set; Desk Set by Parker; Frostilla Fragrant Lotion 


eli else lem lrih mee hae 1a eg and Brushless Shave. 
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Mae a 0 


wT THERMOMETERS 


Aunt Ida has 
everything. But 
she loves to bake. 
So she gets a Bake 
Oven Thermom- 
eter. (Retail 
$2.50) 


Cousin Tabitha 
goes for roast beef. 
She'll fall hard for 
this Roast Meat 
Thermometer. 


(Retail $2.00) 


For Sally, who makes tons of 
candy, this Candy and Jelly 
Thermometer is perfect. 
(Retail $2.50) 





Many women find Taylor Cooking 
Thermometers make ideal gifts for 
someone on their lists. Temperature is such 
an essential part of cooking today that the 
Taylor Thermometers shown here, together 
with the Deep Frying ($2.50) and the 
Refrigerator Thermometers ($1.90), 
welcome everywhere. Their accuracy helps 
to crown any cook’s efforts with success, 
Like every Taylor Thermometer, they 
bear the Taylor name and carry a 5-Year 
Guarantee of Accuracy. If your dealer 
can’t supply you with Taylor Cooking 
Thermometers, there’s still time to send 
direct to ‘Taylor Instrument Companies 
of Canada’ Limited, 110-112 Church St., 
Toronto, Ont. 





INSTRUMENTS 


IN INDUSTRY, other types for indicating, recording and 
controlling temperature, pressure an humidity. 


WAKE UP YOUR 


LIVER BILE— 


And You'll Jump Out of Bed in the Morning 
Rarin’ to Go 


The liver should pour, out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 
flowing freely, your food oesn’t digest. It just 
decays in the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach, 
You get constipated. Harmful poisons go into the 
body, and you feel sour, sunk and the world 
looks punk, 

A mere bowel movement doesn’t always get 
at the cause. You need something that works on 
the liver as well. It takes those good, old Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “‘up and up”. 
Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow 
freely. They do the work of calomel but have no 
calomel or mercury in them. Ask for Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse 


anything else. 25c, 


a 


Se 
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I pulled her to the shower, and turned 
it on, so that no one should hear her.” 

“While she was alive . . .” said 
Victoria, as if to herself. “When the 
night-maid knocked, and you opened 
the door?” 

“It—the accident had just happened 

. She couldn’t be seen from the 
door- ~”? 

“She was still alive, in the shower 
; ” said Victoria. “Here!” She 
took the key out of her pocket and 
threw it on the floor. And, after a 
moment’s hesitation, Marge picked it 
up. The pounding on the door had 
ceased, everything was very quiet. 

““You’re a superwoman,” said Marge 
“I suppose you're right—but I 
couldn’t have done—this.” She had 
the key in the lock, when a man 
climbed in at the open window. It was 
Grimes. 

“Help!” cried Mrs. Howard. “Get a 
doctor! I’ve been poisoned!” 

“Who wants a doctor?” said Mar- 
tineau’s voice outside the window. 

“I don’t believe she’s been poisoned 
. . .” gaid Victoria. ‘Oh, hello, 
George!” 

Petrie climbed over the sill, and she 
smiled brightly at him. 

“I remembered about the rat,’”’ she 
said. “It seemed to be affected—right 
away. So I thought—that if she bad 
taken poison, it would work at once. 
And she didn’t have—any symptoms 


. . But I did take—a pretty awful 
—chance 

She turned her back on everyone, 
and stood facing the wall so that if she 
couldn’t stop crying, at least 
might be able to conceal her weakness. 
Grimes had opened the house door, and 
admitted Captain Martineau and two 
policemen in uniform. Such a lot of 
people . . . Too many people . 

“Victorey,” said Jake, “‘you’re a 
smart girl. Smart as a whip. You 
knew right away I hadn’t given Lily 
poison. Warn’t a-goin’ to risk my own 
neck. Wanted to make her confess, 
and I did. He-he! Marge here, she 
was real worried—” 

“He did give me poison!” cried Mrs. 
Howard. “I feel—” 

“You feel what?” demanded Captain 
Martineau. “ Describe your symptoms, 
madam!” 

“T’ll describe her symptoms,” said 
Jake. “She’s got all the symptoms of 
bein’ the meanest, croolest woman 
that ever drew breath. Lottie never 
did like her. ‘She’s settin’ her cap for 
Mr. Petrie,’ Lottie told me, ‘but I’m 
a-goin’ to stop that.’ I never asked her 
how. She must’a found out things—” 

“Lies!” cried Mrs. Howard. 


she 


“SHE WAS the first one I thought of, 
when Lottie died,” said Jake. “‘ But I 
couldn’t figure out how ’twas done. 
I went and # Continued on page 82 


FOR A CHRISTMAS BRIDE-TO-BE 


If you can get gifts like these, please do so 
To give to the girl who's preparing her trousseau. 


Pyralin Toiletware in Lustris Design from Canadian Industries Limited; Wm. Rogers 
Flatware in the new Transparency Chest; Jane Seymour Gift Kit; Metal Toilet Set 
from Stevens-Hepner. 
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DINNER PARTIES * TEA PARTIES 
BRIDGE PARTIES 


Let these useful Service Bulletins from the 
Chatelaine Institute help you solve the problem of 


HOW TO ENTERTAIN YOUR GUESTS 












FORTUNES 
a» TEACUPS 






TELLING FORTUNES IS FUN! 


You can learn how to tell your friends' fortunes in these 
three 







Chatelaine Service Bulletins 
THE ART OF PALMISTRY 


This Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 202 shows you the enjoyment to 
be had from studying this fascinating pastime. Price 15c. 


FORTUNES IN TEACUPS 


Teacup reading always proves a great hit with party guests. This 
Institute Bulletin No. 200 tells you how to read what the tea leaves 
foretell—a real thrill for your friends. Price 15c. 


TELLING FORTUNES BY CARDS 


Telling fortunes by cards never loses its appeal and an interesting 
survey of this hobby is to be found in Bulletin No. 201. Price 10c. 


SUCCESSFUL BRIDGE 
PARTIES 


What to do about the equipment, 
prizes, refreshment, everything which 
goes to make a bridge party a success 
is set forth in this handy little book- 
let. The Director of the Chatelaine 
Institute has assembled some really 
intriguing, menus and recipes for 
Bridge Teas, High Tea Bridge, Dinner 
Bridge, Evening Bridge, Breakfast 
Bridge and Luncheon Bridge, and you 
will want to try out these new ideas in 
bridge party entertaining. Chatelaine 
Service Bulletin No. 101. Price 15 
Cents. 

























Successful Bridge Parties 













CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 
suggests ways and means of 
making yours a bang-up afay 












GC Casmmmnrs. Come 







HOW TO GIVE SUCCESSFUL 
PARTIES 


Good talk and good food are the two 
things you need to make everybody 
glad they came to your house, says the 
Director of the Chatelaine Institute in 
this very useful Bulletin. Why not a 
dinner in the Russian manner for your 
next party? Here you will find all 
sorts of suggestions for Mexican, Ger- 
man, Southern, Chinese and Russian 
style menus and can learn how to add 
the foreign touch to your cooking, 
giving your party guests a pleasant 
surprise. Chatelaine Service Bulletin 
No. 102. Price 15 Cents. 























CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto 







Please send me your Service Bulletins Nos. ..............cceceecncescecees 
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(ALWAYS TRUTHFULLY ADVERTISED) 


START YOUR 
CHRISTMAS 
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300 Pieces cost only 16c 
KNOX RAINBOW WAFERS 
(Uses only '/4 package) 

1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
114 tablespoonfuls cold water 
2 tablespoonfuls boiling water 
1 package (1 Ib.) confectioners’ sugar 
Coloring (Liquid or Paste) 
Flavoring (Extracts or Oils) 

Soak gelatine in cold water about five 
minutes. Add boiling water and stir until 

y dissolved. Add 2 cups sugar 
and mix thoroughly. Put on a board 

with si sugar and knead 
until perfectly ~~ eee as 
many parts as you wish, and to part 
add the desired coloring and flavoring. 
in these colors and 
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F 
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é 


: The cap of a ketchup bottle or a 
cover, about 1 inch in diameter, make 
satisfactory cutter for these candies. 
help the children start making 
Se candy now. You'll want to make sev- 
_ eral batches before Christmas. Send for 
FREE recipe book containing scores 
of attractive holiday recipes, etc. 
tine, Dept. C., 140 St. 


pi 
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4 
IN EVERY PACKAGE 


Do dull parties get you down? Here 
are fifty sure-fire cures for a dull eve- 
ning. half-a-hundred knock-out parlor 


25° games and a spelling bee besides! A 
‘8 worth that will pay on 








Tomato Juice 
is a “million 
times’? im- 
proved by the 





were just two girls taking a quiet walk. 

“Hop in!” said Marge. “And I'll 
drive you back—” 

“No!” said Victoria, “I’ve got to 
warn Jake!” 

“| forgot,” said Marge. 

As they went up the steps of the 
verandah, a radio started somewhere, 
smooth, cheerful dance music. And 
the siren hooted again, much nearer 

. Jake himself opened the door. 

“Come in,” he said. “Can’t say’s 
I’m glad to see you, though. I like the 
ladies to visit me one at a time.” 

“What was the idea of stealing my 
taxi?” Marge demanded. 

“Didn’t do it a mite of harm,” said 
Jake. “I knew ’twas the only thing the 
police would [et out, without a lot of 
questions. And Lily and me, we 
wanted to have a little private talk. 
Come in, girls! Come in!” 

He ushered them into a dining room 
of striking hideousness; a sideboard 
of golden oak, with plenty of brackets 
and mirrors, set out with monstrous 
bowls and jugs, and little dishes. 
Twelve chairs were crowded into the 
room, most of them lined up against 
the dark-green wallpaper. There was a 
carpet of green with giant pink roses, a 
picture of a church with a stained- 
glass window made of tinsel, and a 
landscape covered with glittering, 
gritty snow. 

“But, my dear!” said Mrs. Howard. 

And everything came back to 
Victoria in a rush, everything that she 
had forgotten in the anxious excite- 
ment of the chase. Mrs. Howard was 
sitting at the table, on which were a 
pot of coffee and a plate of sandwiches. 

“Jake!” Victoria cried. “Have you 
eaten any sandwiches?” 

“Why, yes,” said Jake. “And I can’t 
say's I’ve ever et better. Even Lottie 
couldn’t have made a tastier sandwich 
than Lily has.” 

“Jake—!” 

“Sit down. Sit down,” said Jake. 
“This is a little celebration. I’ve just 
been making a proposal of marriage. 
He-he! Asking Lily here if she’d like 
to take Lottie’s place.” 

“Jake!”’ said Victoria. 
moment! It’s—” 

“Lily here—says she’s willin’ to take 
Lottie’s place,” said Jake. “‘He-he! So 
here she is, setting at Lottie’s table—” 

“Now, Mr. Jacobus,” said Mrs. 
Howard, with a trace of reproach, “if 
you’re going to make a joke of things, 
I may change my mind.” 

** *S too late!”’ he said, with a grin, 
and put his hands into the pockets of 
his unbuttoned jacket, making his 
bony shoulders rise like wings, showing 
a glimpse of flowered, blue and yellow 
braces. “ ’S too late,” he repeated. 

“Oh, no, it’s not!” said Mrs. How- 
ard. 

“T have a notion. . .” said Jake. 
‘Thinks I to myself. If she’s a-goin’ to 
take Lottie’s place, then she can have 
one of those sandwiches Lottie was so 
partial to. So I fixed one for you, 
Lily.” 

“What d’you mean?” she said, look- 
ing at him in a sort of amazement. 

“Back there, up to the hotel,” said 
Jake, “when you were talking away to 
Charles, why I just put a leetle bit of 
that paste in the top sandwich. And 
you ate it, m’dear.” 

“‘Wbat paste?” she cried. 

“Same paste you used,” he said. 
“For Lottie.” 


“Listen a 


SHE SPRANG up, knocking over her 
chair. 

“Get a doctor, quick!” she cried, ina 
queer rasping voice. 

“No,” said Jake. 
have a doctor.” 

She ran to the door, and Victoria 
barred the way. 

“Let me out!” screamed Mrs. 
Howard. 

“No!” said Victoria. 

“Let me out! Let me out! I’ve been 
poisoned !” 

“For heaven’s sake, let her go!” 
said Marge. “Victoria, what are you 
doing?” 

““You’ve got just one chance for your 
life,” said Victoria. “‘You can have a 
doctor, after you’ve told the whole 
truth about Lottie and everything 
else. And if you tell it quick enough, 
the doctor may be able to save you.” 

“No! No!” cried Mrs. Howard. 
“Help! Help me, somebody!” 

“You can’t do this,” said Marge. 
“It’s horrible. I'll get a doctor.” 

“No, you won’t,” said Jake, “Vic- 
torey’s right. Let her talk. She can 
talk fast enough when she’s a mind to. 
Now she can talk to save her life.” 

“I’m not going to stand by and see 
this,” said Marge. 

Mrs. Howard seized her arm. 

“You'll help me!” she cried. “ You 
won’t let me die—” 

“Nobody’s a-goin’ to help you,” said 
Jake. “Not till you’ve talked, like 
Victorey says.” 

“And you haven’t much time,” said 
Victoria. 

Mrs. Howard fell on her knees. 
Marge tried to raise her, but she clung 
to the girl’s skirt. 

“Marge! You know what love is. 
You'll understand . . . I couldn’t lose 
George.” 

Marge tried to draw away from the 
clinging woman; her pale grimy little 
face was suddenly stern. 

“Lottie was a troublemaker,” said 
Mrs. Howard, with a sob. “She told 
lies about me.” 

“*She’d have made trouble for you, if 
she could,” said Jake. “‘ Used to tell me 
about your goings on. How you was 
running up bills, and getting that dern 
fool Jones into debt.” 

“She wanted my position! She was 
trying to get my position away from 
me!” 

“Mebbe so,” said Jake. “ Ambitious 
Lottie was. She always thought I 
didn’t give her enough money. Wanted 
a pi-anny. ‘If you'll give me a hundred 
dollars to buy a pi-anny second-hand,’ 
she said, ‘I'll give up the job and stay 
home the way you want. An’ if you 
don’t,’ she says, ‘I’ll go on working till 
I get a hundred dollars.’ I wouldn’t 
give it to her. I'll wish now, to the last 
day I live, that I’d given it to her. I 
wish to heaven I’d given her more. She 
was young and foolish . . . And I wish 
to goodness I’d given her any dang 
foolishness she wanted.” 

There was.a moment’s silence; even 
Mrs. Howard was silent, her stricken 
face turned toward him. 

“She was a bad woman!” she cried 
abruptly. “She took money from 
George Petrie. I found a cheque in 
her pocketbook and I took it.” 

“Hold your tongue!” said Jake. 
“She told me, herself, she was a-goin’ 
to borrow the money for the pi-anny, 
if I didn’t give it to her. And | 
wouldn’t.” 


“Lottie didn’t 
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“Now let her go,” said Marge. “This 
is—” 
“No!” said Victoria. “She’s got to 
tell about the other.” 

“You—you—cruel, heartless, hor- 
rible woman!” cried Mrs. Howard. “Do 
you want me to die—in agony—in 
front of your eyes? Youcan’t. . . You 
can’t! Get a doctor—or let me go! 
Please! Please! The pain is begin- 
ning!” her voice rose to a shriek, and 
Marge winced. “ Please!” 

“No!” said Victoria, and Marge 
looked at her with a sort of horror. 
“Tell us how you killed that other 
woman. If you’re quick, you may have 
a chance.” 

“That was only an accident . . . Oh, 
please! I feel . . .” She put her hand 
to her throat, and holding Marge’s 
arm, got up on her feet. “I hope some 
day you’ ll feel this agony—” 

“You’re not feeling any agony— 
yet,” said Victoria. “‘You’d better be 
quick.” 

“T tell you it was an accident! I—” 
she stopped, her eyes dilated, listening. 
There were footsteps on the verandah. 
“Help!” cried Mrs. Howard. “Help!” 

Victoria locked the door and dropped 
the key into her pocket. 

“By the time they break that down,” 
she said, “‘it’Il be too late. You’d better 
not waste any time screaming. Pull 
yourself together, and talk.” 

The doorbell rang. 

“Help!” screamed Mrs. Howard 

“Open the door!”’ called Martineau’s 
voice. 

“Oh, let them in, Victoria!’’ said 
Marge. “You’ve heard enough from 
her now.” 

“I’m going to hear all the rest of it,” 
said Victoria. ““Go on!” 

“It was an accident. It was her gun! 
She was a vile woman . . . As soon as 
she came, she got Willie Jones alone, 
for a long private talk, in the music 
room . . . She was talking about me. | 
heard her say,‘I’m a private detective, 
and I know plenty about that woman’ 

” 


THERE WAS a terrific pounding on 
the door. Mrs. Howard pressed her 
hands to her temples, and went on, her 
desperate gaze fixed on Victoria’s face. 

“She said she had documents . . . I 
knew they were about me. . . About 
that dreadful scandal when my hus- 
band died five years ago. I was 
acquitted, I tell you! I changed my 
name and started all over again. And 
then that woman came—to ruin me. 
I knew that if the police heard I'd 
been connected with another case of 
of"? 

“Poisoning,” said Victoria, “Go 
ahead!” 

“I only went to her room to find the 
documents. There was a little revolver 
in her suitcase. I only took it—to 
protect myself. When I heard someone 
get out of the elevator, | got into the 
closet. The door has a spring lock, and 
I couldn’t get out. It was awful. . . 
I thought I’d smother . . . When she 
opened the door, | tried to hide behind 
a coat she had hanging up there—but 
she came right in I only— 
defended myself—” 

“I suppose that’s why no one heard 
the shot,” said Victoria. “Go on.” 

“She—she staggered out, and fell 
on the floor. . . 

“She was—making a—asound.. . 
and then « Continued on page 8! 
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Here Come the Holidays 


Continued from page 61 


That’s a matter of taste, of course. 
But, while the older woman looks very 
glamorous this season with a lot of 
glittering jewels, the young girl is still 
at her best with very simple orna- 
ments. And Mitzi makes it a general 
rule never to wear extreme things, She 
leaves that, too, to the woman who has 
learned through a few more years of 
experience, just what she can and can’t 
wear, and what things are striking and 
what just queer. In the ’teens you're 
too apt to get them mixed up. 

Don’t think this means that you 
have to go on being palely pink and 
blue with sashes and just no zip at all 
at all in your clothes. You can wear 
all the kinds of things your older 
sisters do—but please adapt them. F’r 
instance—gold and silver lames are 
simply stunning this year. So are 
sequins and paillettes. Mostly you'll do 
well to wear them in those zippy short 
jackets and boleros, or combined with 
nice full-skirted net as the girl in the 
photograph does. Or have them in 
your evening bag or for trimming 
somewhere. Of course, if you just 
happen to be that very sophisticated 
young type, choose a glove and head- 
dress set like the ones we’ve shown— 
lacquered feathers and shiny kid in 
gold. But wear them with a simply- 
cut black velvet dress. 

Don’t you agree that the fluffy girl 
waiting by the gate, above, is just 
about tops in that mist-and-roses 
moonlight glamor school? Men are 
terribly vulnerable when they come up 
against it. 

Wear lots of pleats and tucks. Deli- 
cate taffeta, brocaded, is lovely for a 
quaint-looking gown. A youthful frock 
of this year has alternating bands of 
ribbon and net. Mainbocher is show- 
ing a lot of net with sequin touches; 
Molyneux, crepe with paillettes; Alix 
makes gowns of two-toned chiffon, and 
Maggy Rouff goes in for deeply toned 
velvets. So your choice can be as wide 
as that of the Paris couturiers. Petal 
pink, and a pale blue and gold combina- 
tion, are favorites. White chiffon is 
lovely frosted with rhinestones. Howard 
Hodge and Lilly Dache are spending a 
lot of time making the frothiest, gay- 
est ribbon and lacy headdresses, and 
Guillaume of Paris, famous hairdresser, 
has fashioned charming ribbon and 
crystal ornaments for young things. 
There are the dearest evening sandals 
in metal and pastel kid. 

How to Behave—‘All perfect to 
date,” I said to them all—the stylists, 
the make-up artists, the hairdressers, 
“but there’s got to be something inside 
a girl that sparkles or she’s still a loser- 
outer when the stag line gets into 


action.’ 
Mitzi had an answer to that. She 


says it sounds hackneyed, but it’s still 
the best recipe she has for a good time. 

“Once you're all set to look your 
best, decide you’re going to have a 
good time. And please be yourself. 
Don’t keep a man waiting for half an 
hour just for effect, because the kind 
you get won’t be what you wanted. 
But don’t be panting on the doorstep 
either. And no matter how badly 
you’ve wanted this date, or how ex- 
cited you are about it, don’t be too 
artificially and nervously gay. He will 
soon sense that. If you can just realize 
that the average boy doesn’t want a 
grand dame, or an ardent horsewoman, 
or a tennis champ or even an irresistible 
charmer for a companion! He wants a 
nice, friendly, easy-to-talk-to girl who 
doesn’t scare or bore him. 

“Try to get calm and poised in your 
own thoughts and mind; then you'll be 
able to keep that way whatever comes 
or goes. And, oh yes! A sense of 
humor is worth its weight in gold. 
Most men love girls who have it.” 

Then Mitzi asked me to say a word 
to mothers. Hers, for instance, 
didn’t try to keep her a little girl too 
long. When Mitzi began to grow and 
develop gradually, her mother saw 
that her clothes, her possessions, the 
very way in which she was treated, 
developed so naturally with it that 
Mitzi never had to go through that 
unhappy awkward stage. 

“Please take your little girls out to 
good restaurants, good theatres and 
concerts, and to meet people once in a 
while, anyway. Then they won’t feel 
strange and unhappy when they start 
to go to such places alone with men for 
the first time. 

“Give them dancing lessons if you 
can—not to put them on the stage, but 
just to teach them poise and balance 
and ease before people. And don’t let 
them shout and yell when they talk! 
Help them to control their voices. 
Singing lessons will do it, or steady 
training on your part.” ~ 

“When should a ’teen-age girl have 
to come home from a party? I don’t 
think parents should have to worry 
about that in this day and age,” Mitzi 
said, her young eyes bright. “Any 
smart girl knows that if she stays up 
too late she can’t get on in the office or 
at school properly the next day. And 
she knows that a man takes her at her 
own value—so it’s up to her what her 
price tag is.” 

This Christmas time while you’re 
having fun with your family and your 
beaux, so will Mitzi be. She has an 
old-fashioned Christmas tree at home 
with her parents, and the boys and 
girls come in at night for a party. 

It’s a grand idea, too—and a grand 
place to entertain. @ 





I RESOLVE 
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Choose from Elizabeth Arden’s lavish array of 
inexpressibly lovely gifts with the knowledge 
that no matter who the lady may be, she will 


be complimented by your choice and will 
admire your taste if the gift you bring 
bears the magic name “Elizabeth Arden”, 





Bath Luxury Box — containing bath 
salts, soap and dusting powder in 
Rose, Pine or Allamanda fragrances, 
$4.25. Other bath boxes, $1.85 to 
$4.35. 


Blue Grass— Elizabeth Arden’s crisp 
tantalizing fragrance that has set a 
whole new perfume vogue, $3.75 
to $32.50. 


Bridal Bouquet Perfume— Five exqui- 
site fragrances—white orchid, jas- 
min, orange blossom, gardenia lily 
of the valley, $22.50. Single bottles 
$5.50. 


Velva Cream Mask Box — Containing 
six essential Elizabeth Arden prep- 
arations in generous sizes, $10.65. 


Eau de Cologne combination—In Bive 
Grass, Gardenia, English scents 
$5.50. Single bottles, $1.50 to $3. 


Treasurette— A delightful packet of 
exquisite Elizabeth Arden prepara- 
tions for sparkling holiday beauty, 
$5.00. 


Sold at smartest shops in every town 


ligule Arion 


TORONTO MONTREAL \ NEW YORK LONDON 
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sleepy they may be both get out of bed 
sharp at half-past seven and breakfast 
with Nurse Knight “Arla” in the 
nursery. At nine o’clock they always 
visit their parents, but must be ready 
to begin lessons punctually at a quarter 
past nine. At eleven o'clock there 
comes a very welcome break, when two 
inviting glasses of orange juice are 
brought into the schoolroom. Soon 
after she has gulped down this—no 
doubt—well-earned restorative, Prin- 
cess Margaret’s lessons come to an end, 
but her elder sister goes on working 
until half-past twelve. 

On two mornings in the week the 
Princesses go to the Bath Club for half 
an hour’s swimming, and on these days 
time spent in the water instead of at 
lessons has to be made up in the 
afternoon. 

At a quarter-past one Princess Eliza- 
beth lunches with her parents. Prin- 
cess Margaret still has her tea and 
Iuncheon in the nursery in London, but 


The King’s Daughters 


Continued from page 54 


when the family are at Royal Lodge 
she joins her parents and her sister in 
the dining room. 

As much as possible of the afternoon 
is spent out of doors. 

Schoolroom tea, a very sumptuous 
meal, is at a quarter to five. 

The hour from half-past five to half- 
past six is always spent in the Queen’s 
sitting room, unless some public en- 
gagement obliges her to be out, in 
which case the children play games in 
the schoolroom. 

Princess Margaret’s bedtime is at 
twenty minutes past six, and Princess 
Elizabeth follows her sister upstairs at 
a quarter past seven. 

About a quarter of an hour later the 
King and the Queen always goup tothe 
nursery together to say good-night to 
their daughters. 

Princess Elizabeth’s present curricu- 
lum includes Scripture, Mythology, 
Latin, French, Arithmetic, Geometry, 
Geography, Literature and History. 


Of these subjects, at present her favor- 
ites are Latin, Mythology and (rather 
an unusual taste) Grammar. Natur- 
ally, very special attention is given to 
Constitutional History. Princess Eliza- 
beth is under no illusion that modern 
monarchies can be safeguarded by any 
pretensions to “Divine Right”; the 
appeal to tradition or the exercise of 
force. She knows they can be justified 
and preserved only by the highest form 
of public service, by understanding 
and sympathy, and the most diligent 
devotion to the general welfare. In 
fact, she realizes that her father has 
now become what her grandfather was 
—the “‘Chief Servant of the People.” 

This fascinating study of the daily life 
of Princess Elizabeth and Princess 
Margaret Rose will be continued in 
Chatelaine next month, with more ex- 
clusive photographs taken by His 
Majesty the King and graciously lent 
by bim to Chatelaine from bis private 
collection. 


The Girl Who Asked for Trouble 


heard all the evidence at the inquest. 
Seems Lottie made them sandwiches 
herself, and Charles, he was in the 
kitchen while she done it, and Porter, 
he was in and out. They both seen 
her spread the peanut butter on the 
bread. And when the police examined 
the jar, warn’t nothin’ wrong with it. 
*Course, they knew, as well as anyone, 
that the jar could’ve bin changed. But 
there warn’t a mite of evidence. Warn’t 
no sign of rat-poison in the house, 
warn’t any evidence that anybody in 
the house had ever bought any.” 

“TI had a tin in my room,” said 
Petrie.“ But as the police didn’t mention 
it, I didn’t. I was already in jail, you 
see, and I thought it wouldn’t help my 
case much. You see,” he added 
apologetically, “I was in a hurry to 
get out of jail and catch my ship.” 

“You did very wrong to withhold 
that information, Mr. Petrie,” said 
Captain Martineau. 

_ “Wouldn’t’ve helped you a mite,” 
said Jake. “Anyone in the “house 
could’ve walked into his room and 
took it. You picked on George Petrie 
*cause he’d been the most friendly with 
Lottie. You thought there’d bin 
something wrong goin’ on, and he 
wanted to get rid of her. A real 
gentleman, she always said; but just as 
innocent as a lamb, when it’s a 
question of the women. Told me he 
never saw Lily was a-rinnin’ afterhim. 

“That’s a lie!” cried Mrs. Howard. 
“ He ran after me. He was always 
saying he didn’t know what he’d do 
without me—” 

*‘Can’t fool me about women,” said 
Jake. “I thought "twas Lily. And 
when this other one was killed, I 
thought so, all the more. Well, thinks 
I, I’ll court her.” 

“You—beast!” 

“Vanity,” said Jake. “ All the women 
are full of vanity. Well, I courted her; 
and the more I saw of her, the surer I 


Continued from page 81 


was. Never had a good word to say for 
another woman. Spiteful as a cat, she 
was, about Marge, but when it came to 
Victorey! There warn’t nothin’ bad 
enough to say. Specially about how 
she was chasin’ after George Petrie—” 

“She did!’ cried Mrs. Howard. 
“From the very first! She’s—” 

“That will do, madam!” said 
Captain Martineau. “I’ve already 
secured a record of your trial under 
your correct name, for poisci:ing—” 

“1 was acquitted!” 

“And I have a warrant charging you 
with the wilful murder of Marcelle 
Robinson. It is my duty to warn you 
that anything you may say—” 

“‘She’s said a-plenty!” said Jake. 

“Come, Mrs. Howard,” said Captain 
Martineau. “Jacobus, you’d better 
come along to the station, too, and 
make a statement about this alleged 
confession. We'll call in the young 
ladies tomorrow.” 

“Captain Martineau,” said Inspec- 
tor Grimes, “these young women are 
guilty of stealing a police car, and 
hampering the police—” 

“I think . . .” said the captain, 
“‘that in view of the assistance they’ve 
given us . . . However, they won’t 
run away. I’d advise you to go home, 
young ladies, and get some sleep.” 

As Victoria turned, she found Mrs. 
Howard looking at her. 

“1 wish I’d killed you!” she said. 
“You and your nasty low tricks. You 
fooled all the men—all of them! Willie, 
and Luigi, and George Petrie—” 

“And me!” said Jake, with a 
chuckle. “Any time you want to be 
Mrs. Everard Jacobus, Victorey, just 
let me know.” 


THERE WAS a spirited altercation in 
the street, between Marge and Petrie. 
“You're not fit to drive,” he said. 
“You’re worn-out—nervous—” 
“I’m always fit to drive!” said 


Marge. “And I’m not—worn-out, and 
I’m not nervous. I’m going to drive 
my own taxi back to the Inn.” 

“Let her do what she wants, 
George,” said Victoria. 

He got into the taxi beside Victoria, 
and Marge took the wheel. She started 
with a violent jerk; she backed into the 
curb, jerked forward again, and set off 
at top speed. 

“Does this make you nervous, 
Victoria?” asked Petrie. 

“No, she ecld. “No... ik 
doesn’t...” 

Their hands were clasped in the 
dark. 

“You know,” said Petrie. “This is 
where we met, years ago. In Marge’s 
taxi.” 

“It was only yesterday!” 

The taxi swerved round a corner, 
and Victoria was flung against Petrie. 
He put his arm about her shoulders, 
and she stayed leaning against him. 

“Victoria. . .” he said. 

She closed her eyes. She wanted him 
to go on saying that. Just saying her 
name, keeping his strong steady arm 
around her; he was so gentle, so 
beautifully quiet . . . 

She roused herself with a start, 

“George!” she said. “What's 
happened to Robin?” 

“I don’t know,” said Petrie. “Does 
it matter?” 

“No... ” she answered. “But— 
isn’t that strange . . .? Because yester- 
day he was—so important. . .” 

“It’s very strange,” said Petrie, with 
a sort of wonder. “Yesterday there 
were a lot of people around . . . And 
now, there’s no one but us.”” 

“No one. . .” said Victoria. And 
suddenly fell asleep, with her cheek 
against his, and their hands clasped. 
The taxi went up hill and down hill, 
jolted over ruts, bounded over stones, 
but she didn’t know, and Petrie didn’t 
care. 
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C552—Bed jacket. Stamped on dainty 
cream cashmere, with sprays of roses and 
forget-me-nots to be worked in natural 
colors. Will fit all but very large figures. 
Price $1.50; cottons for working, !5 cents. 


C554 — Calendar — "I 
Mark Only the Sunny 
Hours."" Stamped on 
fine Irish linen — circle 
about 4% inches. Com- 
plete with cottons for 
working, ribbon, calen- 
dar pad and backing, 
price 30 cents, 





C556 — "Time to Rise.’ A particularly 


lovely sampler for a child's room, making 
a perfect companion for the Lord's Prayer, 
shown last month. Stamped on cream 
linen, 12 x 15 inches, it is priced at 45 
cents; cottons for working, 10 cents. 








C557 — "Old-fashioned 
sweethearts. Stamped 
on ready hemstitched 
white linen huckaback 
towels, !8 x 30 inches, 
cross-stitch in ‘black. 
Price, including cotton 
for working, $1.25 per 
pair; stamped on green, 
yellow or tile-blue linen 
huckaback with hem- 
stitched hems, !8 x 33 
inches, with cotton for 
working, $1.45 per pair. 


C523 — Juliet Cap; 
C523qa — Collar and 
Cuffs; C523b—Belt and 
C523c—Purse. We have 
had so many’ requests 
for matching accessories 
to complete an  en- 
semble with the Juliet 
Cap, that | have de- 
signed those shown, 
which can be supplied 
stamped on navy blue, bright green, 
brown, red and black art felt. Complete 
materials for the cap are priced at 50 
cents; belt 50 cents; collar and cuffs 75 
cents and purse 75 cents. 


C558—''In the Gloaming." A companion 

silhouette for “Love's Old Sweet Song" 

shown in last month's Chatelaine. 

Stamped on fine white linen, 12 x 15 

inches, price 35 cents; cottons for working, 
5 cents. 








Youw’re Sure 


to Please 


With Gifts 
Like These 


by 


MARIE LE CERF 


C563 — Fingertip towels in cross-stitch. 
Size 13 x 18 inches. Tiny hems are re- 
quired down each side, and a single row 
of hemstitching or double machine stitch- 
ing before fringing end. Stamped on 
white, green or yellow linen, the set is 
priced at 75 cents; cottons for working, 
10 cents. 





C551 — Shopping or work bag in 
novel shape and smart design. 
May be worked in three shades of 
any color. Please state preference. 
Size about I! x 15 inches at widest, 
stamped on black or brown art 
felt, with lining, price $1: 
stamped on deep blue or black 
silk taffeta, with lining, price $1.25; 
cottons for working, 15 cents. 





C555—Hollyhock border cushion, 
These tall hollyhocks look simply 
gorgeous against a deep blue 
background of taffeta silk, and can 
also t supplied in black taffeta, 
size 15 x 18 inches, price for front 
and back $1.25; stamped on black 
art felt or heavy cream linen, price 
90 cents. Cottons for working come 
to 25 cents and a form can be sup- 
plied at 50 cents, 





C575—Christmas cards. Another marvellous assortment—even better than last 
year's. There are two of the highest value cards in addition to beautiful copies 
of paintings by Canadian artists, flower pictures and a few "moderns." A great 
many are suitable for framing. Twenty-two cards with matching envelopes of best 
quality in a*lovely box of silver moiré with no printing. Price, postpaid, $1. 


C553—Luncheon set in charming 
and distinctive design. Stamped 
on white, cream, green or ivory 
linen—the work in three shades of 
gold with green (other colors may 
be substituted). The 36-inch cloth 
and four serviettes are priced at 
$1.50; the 45-inch set—in white, 
cream or ivory only—price $2; 
cottons for working come to 25c. 


Please send remittance by postal 
note or money order; if in cash, 
by registered mail. If sending 
cheque, kindly add 15 cents, the 
amount of exchange on all out-of- 
town cheques. Send orders to 
Marie Le Cerf, 481 University 
Avenue, Toronto. 
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CHATELAINE 
and their Friends 


A Wonderbook for Canadian Women! 
CF iis except brings to its readers and their friends 
























to Readers of 
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this exceptional opportunity of securing a complete, wks 
thoroughly practical Book of Needlecraft, covering 
every phase of needlework, and teeming with thousands of 
facts, hints and diagrams at the incredibly low price of $1.25. 
The book that Canadian needlecraft enthusiasts have been 
waiting for— written by experts in clear, understandable | 
style and profusely illustrated with photographs and designs. 
Contains 300,000 words, nearly 600 pages, is bound in green 
art canvas with figured end-papers and dust-proof top edges, 
colored to match the binding. An invaluable book—the friend 
and helpmate of every woman who appreciates needlework 
in any form. 


Miss HELEN CAMPBELL, DIRECTOR OF CHATELAINE INSTITUTE says: 
“A useful reference book for any woman in the business of 


housekeeping—full of ideas for delightful and profitable handi- 
crafts.” 































to avoid disappointment! 
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~--=-Do Not Separate Coupon and Label-—— 


BOOK WITH CARE MAIL THIS COUPON 


POSTAGE PAID To Chatelaine Book Department, TODAY 


. . 481 University Avenue, Toronto, Canada. 
ee er sa gy etl your full name and address) Please send me immediately “The Big Book of Needlecraft” for which I enclose the 


address label, properly filled in, and my remittance of $1.25, plus 25 cents to cover 
special packing, mailing and insurance, a total of $1.50. 
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HERE are some of the Contents — ? 
Children’s Garments Knitting 
Dainty Lingerie Upholstery 
Simple Dressmaking Home rug-making 
Embroidery Leathercraft 
Applique Glove-making 
Fancy Stitchwork Curtains, Blinds, Pelmets 
Crosstitch Cutting Garment Patterns 
Crochet Needle Weaving 
Knitted Lace Toys and Mascots 
Children’s Millinery Handmade Flowers 
Household Renovations Quilting 
Layettes Smocking 
—and in addition, a Sixteen Page Photographic Supplement 
showing examples of completed work. 
This Book Will Make An ; 
ONLY Excellent Christmas Gift 
This is a reduced 
illustration of the ORDER NOW! 
“Big Book of Needle- 
craft” Actual size is The supply of this outstanding 
8%” deep by 5%” book is limited. Orders will be 
wide, and it weighs filled in strict rotation until 
nearly two and a half 6 the supply has been ex- 
pounds, hausted. Send your order now 
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This is CHATELAINE PATTERN 
No. 1602 





Price 15 cents. Sizes 30 to 40. Available only by mail order to Pattern 
Dept., Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Ave., Toronto, 





Descriptions of Simplicity Patterns 
on pages 44 and 45 


SIMPLE BY DAY 

No. 2614. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 
20. Size 16 requires 4 yards of 35 inch 
fabric; 354 yards of 39 inch fabric; 254 
yards of 54 inch fabric. Collar: 14 yard 
of 35 inch, 39 inch or 44 inch fabric. 
Price 20 cents. 

No. 2600. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 
20. Size 16 requires 4% yards of 35 
inch fabric; 4 yards of 39 inch fabric; 
2% yards of 54 inch fabric. Trimming: 
154 yards of 5% inch braid in each color. 
Price 25 cents. 

No. 2605. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 
20. Size 16 requires 35% yards of 35 
inch fabric; 334 yards of 39 irch fabric; 
2% yards of 54 inch fabric. Girdle: 
3% yard of 35 inch or 39 inch fabric. 
Price 25 cents. : 

No. 2610. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 
20. Size 16 requires 514 yards of 35 
inch fabric; 434 yards of 39 inch fabric; 
33% yards of 54 inch fabric. Slide 
fastener for front opening: 12 inch 
length. Price 20 cents. 


SIREN BY NIGHT 

No. 2620. Sizes 14, 16, 18, 20 and 
40. Size 16 requires 43¢ yards of 35 
inch fabric; 37 yards of 39 inch fabric; 
25% yards of 54 inch fabric. Trimming: 
1% yards of % inch width ribbon. 
Price 25 cents. 

No. 2622. Bust sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 
40 and 42. Size 34 requires 4% yards 
of 35 inch fabric; 4 yards of 39 inch 
fabric; 254 yards of 54 inch fabric. 
Feather boning for girdle: 5 yard. 
Price 25 cents. 

No. 2611. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 
20. Size 16 requires 634 yards .of 39 
inch fabric; 61% yards of 44 inch fabric; 
3% yards of 72 inch fabric. Trimming: 
6 yards of % inch width ribbon. Price 
20 cents. > 


No. 2623. Sizes 14, 16, 18, 20 and 
40, Size 16 requires 31% yards of 35 
inch fabric; 3 yards of 39 inch fabric. 
Slide fastener fpr side placket: 9 inch 
length. Price 35 cents. 
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ONLY worthy products and services are accepted for introduction to Chatelaine 

homes through the advertising pages of Chatelaine. Readers, therefore, can 

buy the lines advertised in Chatelaine with confidence of satisfactory service. 

By insisting on trademarked lines of known quality and value, Chatelaine 
readers avoid costly mistakes when buying for their homes. 
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American. Gan Ces is ces sauns OD Lever Bree oii. oc. vy ca 3rd Cover 
Annette Lanzette ............. 58 Libby, McNeill & Libby... .2nd Cover 
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aon me Toablete) os is sakes 64 Marvelous Make-up .........., 55° 
ayer Aspirin: . ivgiue sy coukans 40. MeN a i sek 48 
Bissell Carpet Sweeper ........ 60 un OO RO ss curs «acs 48 
Biste isis bv Geet Nae ee’ 79 McGlashan Clarke Co. Ltd. .... 76 
Blue-Jay Corn Plasters ......... 52 Metropolitan Life Ins. Co. ..... 28 
Govril. Limited: so5i. ccs a Tf. WMorsy: Portaingi asia e ice tis Gk 52 
British Consols Cigarettes ...... O2: MMO 6 eee ewe ees 32 
Browne. o.c6 ios eveess eye 52 Murine Eye Remedy ........... 50 
Bull Dog Scouring Pads ........ TR; Me ae cee 50 
Campbell's SOUR geet sok 19 Nature's Remedy ............-. 56 
Canada: Stgrot isi i se os keane 64 ‘ . 

Canadian General Electric ..... 57 | Oneida Community ...... 4th Cover 
Canadian Kodok Co. Lid. ..... 25 Oneida Community ........... 59 
Canadian National Carbon Co, 27 Oflex ....scccevecvsesvvenenee 58 
GarnaWOn- FAH 3s onasdvinn eos 63 Darhad Fintan © | 
Carter's Little Liver Pills ....... 78 ace Penney Se, eR EAERE LAD 48 
Cash's: Names oi vscei cues xad 58 Phillios’ Milk of inane ee 5} 
Chalfonte Haddon Hall ....... 48 pais, A: ra esta code bg 8. 

; Ba Ve FIV oka chy Cina eRe ead 56 
Colgate-Palmolive-Peet Co. .... 33 Poliflor W. -" 59 
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; ond's: Creat in ia 35 ees 42 
Cor Saayine: oiseie Si sae scat oho 76 Pantinn toler Ce 46 
Cream of Wheat ............. 23 re eet ee eae MOTD \ 
Cuticura Remedies .......... 54 Paahe Hass 4 occa hae 5 = 
peer & er of Can. 50 Quaker Natural Bran .......... 76 
Dr. Jackson's Roman Meal ..... 77 Rendolle- . 0.3. sacovevsapeens 56 
Dodge Motor Car ............ 3 Richard Hudnut ...........0-5 55 
Dominion Textile Co. .......... 38 Rolls Razor ....... vceepeene 54 
Edison Mazda Lamps ......... 57 Scott's Emulsion ia 
Elizabeth Arden .............. 83 Sergeant's Dog Medicines ..... 86 
Evan Williams Shampoo ....... SO .. Shirvifl’s Adds -...sdeecdawnuive 20 
ie ce OF De wisinscicesssin apenas 86 
Sincheaiie 220 ers Sloan's Liniment ...........:.. 60 
FalsNaptha Soop 2.1.7... 29 Stanfeld’s Underwaar 2.0.0... $3 
Fine Foods of Canada Lid. ..... 7) Stevens Hopner..r.......+55+.. 
Seale «sack uckebreees. 6. ee mre . 
Fry's CoCod ..-- + anvsrerssenes ™ Swift Canadian Co, ...... 4th Cover 
General Motors of Canada Ltd. 46 54 
Groves Bromo Quinine ........ 52 oe Sumiete read 78 
aylor Instruments ..........-- 
botnz, 4) DL, Cees. 74 Thamesville Metal Products Ltd. 78 
Honderich Furniture Co. Ltd..... 4 Tucketts Buckingham ;.......... e 
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Vapo-Cresolene .........++++: 64 
Jane Seymour Beauty Prepara- Vieks VGDORUD. s.:5.<s20she0 200s 64 
ONG sa:tdkibase Ss cbis cle 30 
Jergens Lotion ............:-. 47. Waterman Fountain Pen ....... 37 
Welneys Hand Charm ......... 58 
Knox: Gelatine ince. cae csiauane 80 Woodbury's Cold Cream ...... 35 
Kruschen: Sele. <i. vende dogains 58 Wodcdbury's Facial Powder .... 34 
La Cross Nail Polish .......... 54... VOrley’S.orcicicnchesanesopaner 4| 
Lawrason's Snowflake Ammonia. 62 Yorkshire Relish ......-++++++ 86 
. Compiled as a convenience to the readers of Chatelaine, 
this index is not guaranteed against occasional error or 
omission, but the greatest care is taken to ensure accuracy. 
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Keeps Your Silver 


ever N EW 


Soft lights reflecting from the 
lovely surfaces, the whole table 
ow with delicate radiance. 
ime need never dim, nor age, 
nor mar the beauty of your 
silver. For Silvo Liquid Polish 














Community Plate craftsmanship utilizes the 
period motif in the gracious Grusvenor de- 
— The makers suggest Silvo to keep your 


Be Young in Yellow 


Continued trom page 22 


sts in pattern thus: 3 rows st-st, 6 rows 
ms-st; 3 rows st-st; 2 rows gt-st; until 
work measures 191 ins from beg., then 
shape the shoulder by casting off 10 
sts at beg. of next 2 alternate rows (at 
armhole edge). Cast off remaining sts. 

Join wool to neck edge of other sts 
and work up this side to match. 


THE FRONT FLAPS 


Cast on 28 sts and work in pattern 
as follows, but dec. 1 st at.beg. of 2nd 
row and then on same edge on every 
row until all are cast off, keeping the 
other edge straight. Pattern: 3 rows 
st-st; 2 rows gt-st; 3 rows st-st; 6 rows 
ms-st. Rep. these rows to end. Make 
another piece the same but in this case 
dec. at beg. of 3rd row and then on that 
edge on every row. 


THE SLEEVE 


This is knitted sideways. Cast on 
5 sts and work in same pattern as for 
front flaps but beg. with the 6 ms-st 
rows. Inc. 1 st at beg. of every row on 
the right side and cast on 4 sts at beg. 
of every row on the wrong side until 










further inc. for 81% ins, then dec. 1 st 
at beg. of every row on the right side 
and cast off 4 sts at beg. of every row 
on the wrong side until all are cast off. 
Make another the same. 


THE MAKING UP 


Press lightly on the wrong side. 
Join shoulder seams leaving the 20 rib 
sts at each side of front free. Sew up 
side and sleeve seams and sew in sleeves 
with a pleat at shoulder seam and one 
2 ins either side. Sew cast-on edge of 
front flaps down from the neck edge at 
beg. of yoke pattern (i.e., level with 
neck edge of shoulder seam), so that 
the sloping edge is at the top. Work 
a row of de round front opening and 
across top of front neck; then work a 
row in blue all down front opening, 
across top neck and continue all round 
front flaps. Crochet 2 lengths of chain 
in blue, double them and sew on to 
look like pockets (on the slant), 71% ins 
up from lower edge and 2 ins from side 
seams. Make 2 crochet loops on inside 
of front opening for buttonholes and 
sew on 2 small buttons inside to corres- 
pond so that the fastening does not 
show. 
























Pleasant 
relief from 
HEADACHES 
INDIGESTION 
ACID STOMACH 


If your stomach is all upset, if you 
feel tired out after staying up late, 
smoking too much or over-indulging 
in any way, let Alka-Seltzer bring you 
quick, pleasant relief. It relieves pain 
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S there are 130 sts. Continue without 
fh and discomfort—then helps correct 
[x the cause of acid indigestion, muscular 


a h i? aches and pains and other common 
4] ; 


‘ il t iated with hyper-acidity. 
Vy LIOUID SILVER POLISH \ , dt oll doug toot. - . 

























































































De oy . Now drastically reduced in price y 
Seee r ° y Y %.9 ’ > 
> cose ae emi nu these Gay Gils | FEeg.453 
Ce ee f ‘ 4 
0:“"30: 
HAMBURGER T 
OR TENDE. R LO/, N Effervescent Analgesic Alkalizing Tablets 
SI AE 2 ERE: | 
YR THICK or THIN 1000 REWARD | 
brings new zest to FOR YOUR SPARE TIME WORK | 
You can earn $10.00 — or $20.00 — or $50.00 
every meal - every day — every month, if you will act as our Local 
Agent for your district, taking subscriptions 4 
YR Thick or Thin are ideal and renewal orders for leading magazines. A i 
for flavouring soups, meats, mooury profitable menes of oe 
- money from your spare hours. You will be 
gravies, sauces, stews, fric under no obligation if you write to us for full 
assees, ee ae _” datiniie. 
an enty- 
choicest spices 210 Dundas St. W., Toronto, Canada 
contribute to its 
unique flavour — 
not too sharp, not 
too mild. Brings 
out the best in any 
dish! Yorkshire é ) 
Relish is made cae | ‘% 
(and matured for ‘*.\ <a 
3 panes) for those Do ' - 
ee YOUR DOGS 
Canadian Se aes Ets hel ? 
Lang'ey Harr . Ltd. 9 " li 
Fact ent wnat ve Sonapeets See et Seti 





Oceanic Sales Ltd. 


Vancouver fully. Use weekly on long-haired dogs to 


prevent ear-trouble. 

Sergeant’s Condition Pills and Ser- 
geant’s Arsenic and Iron Pills used alter- 
nately help build up your dog's resistance 
to this and other ailments. 

Sold by Drug and Pet stores. Ask them 
for a FREE copy of Sergeant's Book on the 
care of dogs or write: 

SERGEANT’S DOG MEDICINES, Ltd. 
169 Dufferin St. » Torontg, Canada 


eA RIT ZITAN KS 


DOG MEDICINES 



















Directions for knitting these colorful and amusing gift sugges- 
tions will be sent on request. Write Chatelaine Editorial 
Department, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, Canada. 
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(Photography by courtesy of the Monarch Knitting Company) 










Please enclose a stamped, addressed envelopo. 
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. SOME OF OUR MOST EXPENSIVELY GOWNED ‘ 
. wenth walsh -SUGHA MMS: THM! l 
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OH, AUNTIE} TAKE PLENTY OF 
BATHS ... BUT | DOW7 USE 
LIFEBUOY. . .WHY LIFEBUOY? 







PLEASE PUT DOWN THE 
WINDOW, AUNTIE, THEY 
FREEZE ME TO, DEATH EVERY 
TIME | COME HERE 


TAKE THE CASE OF ONE 
WEALTHY DEBUTANTE 
WHO SPENT THOUSANDS 
ON HER CLOTHES. 
EVERY TIME SHE*CAME 
INTO THE SHOP WE 
OPENED THE FITTING 
ROOM WINDOWS 



















IT CONTAINS A SPECIAL 
PURIFYING INGREDIENT 
THATS NOT IN ANY OTHER 
WELL-KNOWN TOILET SOAP. 
CONTAINING THIS 

INGREDIENT, LIFEBUOY 
KEEPS YOU IMMACULATE = 
SAFE FROM “8.0.” 





PERHAPS, DEAR, THEYRE 
HINTING THAT YOURE 
NOT AS DAINTY AS You 
MIGHT BE... 
SUGGESTING THAT 
YOU USE LIFEBUOY 









































FROM THAT DAY TO THIS, IVE 
NEVER NOTICED A TRACE OF 
*B.0.” ON OUR EXQUISITELY 
GOWNED DEBUTANTE. 
WHEN SHE CAME TO THE 
SHOP LAST TIME IT WAS 
TO SELECT HER 
WEDDING OUTFIT! 


AND, MY DEAR, . 
LIFEBUOYS LATHER WILL 
DO WONDERS FOR YOUR 
SKIN, TOO. THE SPECIAL 
INGREDIENT MAKES 
IT EXTRA-MILD 


ON GUARD! 


WOMAN is foolish to take chances with 

either her daintiness or her complexion. 
Really careful women depend on regular use 
of Lifebuoy to protect both. Its purifying 
lather is just as gently effective in guarding the 
fresh loveliness of your skin as it is in keep- 
ing you free from “B. O.” For the same spe- 
cial purifying ingredient in the kindly lather 
which stops “B. O.” also makes it milder — 
“Patch” tests on the skins of hundreds of 
women — blondes, 
brunettes, redheads 
—prove Lifebuoy 
is more than 20% | 
milder than many 
so-called “beauty 
soaps” and “baby 
soaps.” You try it! 




















} SHALL SURELY 
TRY IT 























Approved by 
Good yA ag Bureau 






LOOK, PEGGY! THE NEW RINSO GIVES RICHER AND LIVELIER 


SUDS THAN EVER — COME, SEE FOR YOURSELF RAVING ABOUT THE NEW RINSO. IT WASHES 


CLOTHES AS WHITE AS WHEN NEW 


YOU DON'T HAVE TO : 

SHOW ME... 1 KNOW! a || (a: THE NEW RINSO IS JUST AS 
('VE TRIED THE NEW. ae = SAFE AS EVER FOR COLOURS. 
RINSO, AND ITS SUDS ; AND AS FOR DISHWASHING — 
LAST A GREAT DEAL r a WELL, IT GETS RID OF GREASE 
LONGER. IT'S A REAL SP SO FAST, YOU GET THROUGH _/, 

ECONOMY SOAP --“,. oa 4a \_\NHALF THE TIME 


Makers of 24 Washers say, ‘Use New Rinso for richer suds, whiter washes” 


Clothes last 2 or 3 times longer washed this “‘no-scrub” way. The 


New Rinso. For with Rinso you don’t have to scrub or boil New Rinso suds soak clothes amazingly clean in as little as 10 
minutes. Yet Rinso is safe even for overnight soaking. Grand for 


5 shades whiter and colours brighter, than with ordinary soaps. dishes and all cleaning. Easy on the hands. 


AY if you don’t own a washer—then you simply must use the 


the clothes. Rinso’s lively suds soak out dirt—get clothes at least 
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‘Women Should Get on the Air 


Less than ten per cent of the voices 
heard on Canadian Broadcasting Cor- 
poration programs are women’s. And 
if you exclude musicians, it would be 
about one per cent. Which is all wrong, 
says Mrs. Nellie 
L. McClung, 
writer, lecturer, 
and only woman 
on the. Radio 
Board. The idea 
women’s voices 
are of too high a 
range to register 
pleasantly on the 
air waves is a 
mistake. It’s a 
: hang-over from 
the early days of broadcasting “fore 
equipment was perfected to the point 
it is now. Today any voice that is in 
itself pleasing comes over perfectly. 

Women might play a special role, 
Mrs. McClung suggested to me, in 
injecting some humor into Canadian 
radio, It’s a tremendous need. 

Rhodda Howe, Toronto advertising 
executive, is one of the few successful 
women announcers, She believes there’s 
a real field for women speaking to 
women—telling them about the things 
they’re most interested in. 

“Tf I tell women to use certain things 
on their faces and hands, they feel 
confident that I know what I’m talking 
about, because I’m a woman, and that I 
wouldn’t recommend anything I knew 
would hurt my own looks. It’s an 
extension of the over-the-back-fence 
gossip idea.” 

And Jean Cuthbert, Canadian wo- 
man in charge of all women’s broad- 
casting activities at National Broad- 
casting Company, in Radio City, New 
York, says women are finding they 
have a lot of things to talk about on the 
air among themselves. For instance, 
a new idea in planning club programs 
around a radio talk has been evolved. 
It’s a grand way of keeping m touch 
with national officers. 

*s *¢ * 


Canadian Girl Works in Germany 

Lots of Canadian women wouldn’t 
envy Rhea Clyman her exciting job as 
correspondent for the London Daily 





‘Nellie McClung 


BY LOTTA 
DEMPSEY 


Telegraph in Munich, Germany. Plenty 
of things have happened to this brilliant 
and attractive woman since she left 
Toronto several years ago to study 
psychology in New York. She didn’t 
know she was going to be a reporter 
and “cover” the Duke of Windsor’s 
wedding and affairs of state in Soviet 
Russia and Nazi Germany. But she’s 
loved doing it. Thinks a woman can do 
just as good a newspaper job as a 
man—what she loses in those mascu- 
line contacts he makes in all sorts of 
places, she regains through wit and 
audacity. 

Her most exciting memory is of a 
wild ride through the highest parts of 
the Caucasian mountains, when she 
was investigating the famine in the 
Caucasus. It was through rain, sleet 
and snow, and the brakes wouldn’t 
work. But she got her story—and was 
asked by the government to leave 
Russia! 

She had another hectic journey when 
she set out to chase the Duke of 
Windsor in his attempt to elude news- 
hounds at Tours. But she was success- 
ful. 

She went to three universities and 
didn’t graduate from any—thinks her 
psychological training has helped her 
to understand Nazi quirks, and be- 
lieves German women are happier in 
their homes than they would be work- 
ing in shops and offices. 

* + * 


Fighting Tuberculosis 


If it were possible to get tuberculosis 
cases admitted to sanitaria in Canada 
in the early, instead of advanced 
stages, most of the 6,597 people who 
died from it last year would have been 
saved, As it is, 
only ten to fifteen 
per cent of all 
cases admitted 
are in the early 
stages of the 
disease. So “‘get 
them early,’’ 
both for the sake of the patients them- 
selves and for those hundreds of others 
who may become infected through 
them, is the battle cry of the Canadian 
Tuberculosis Association, 
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This year, as formerly, the Christ- 
mas seal campaign is being held. Here 
is the memorable design. It represents 
the effort being made to cleanse Can- 
ada of its 60,000 active cases, and eradi- 
cate this controllable. disease which 
attacks so many people between fifteen 


and forty. 
* & * 


Ontario Man Keeps Elephant 


Arthur W. Miles, of Toronto, is 
awfully fond of animals. That’s why he 
picked up Tootsie, a two-thousand- 
pound elephant, on one of his trips to 
New York a couple of years ago. She 
was taken off a freight car and loaded 
into a truck for Mr. Miles’ country 
place a few miles out of Toronto. 
There she lives on an ordinary farm 
with an ordinary house and barn on it. 
She has her own hang-out behind a 
wooden fence over near the haystack. 
And as long as she gets her hundred 
and fifty pounds of hay, twelve quarts 
of carrots, eight gallons of oats and a 
bucket of gingersnaps a day, she’s 
happy. Tootsie will go to any lengths 
for a gingersnap. She takes them out 
of your mouth and rolls over to let you 
sit on her leathery side because of 
them. She even sidles up kittenlike to 
be rubbed behind the ears—for ginger- 
snaps. When she trotted adventur- 
ously through an open gate and up the 
Dundas highway one happy day last 
spring, it was a trail of gingersnaps 
that brought her back. Mr. Miles 
buys a hundred and forty pounds of 
them a month. 

An Irish lad who came to Mr. Miles’ 
farm to train his polo ponies has taken 
on Tootsie as a sideline, and looks after 
the steam-heated barn in which she 
lives from October till the twenty- 
fourth of May. He also takes care of 
the regular farming and keeps an eye 
on the quartet of monkeys, two llamas, 
camel, white peacocks, eight donkeys, 
geese, cats and dogs Mr. Miles has 
added to his menage at odd moments. 

Tootsie went to a mut show at 
Sunnyside recently and loved it all— 
trotting among cars, horses, children 
and dogs without blinking an eye. But 
she’s terrified of a white Persian kitten 
at the farm. 

She had a lot of trouble with her 
baby teeth and pulled out some herself 
with her trunk, whimpering while she 
did. She gets a rubdown every month 
with riding-boot oil to keep her skin 
from cracking, and once when she had 
a chill they gave her a half gallon of 
whisky. It cured her, but didn’t fiz on 
her fixed sobriety. She’ll be full grown 
in about thirty years. 


* * * 


Son Who Goes His Own Way 


What’s a parent to do when he’s 
made a grand place for his son in his 
own profession—and the boy won’t 
take it? One father has been telling me 
of his grief over the fact that his son, 
although only in his early ’teens, refuses 
to go into the work that has been done 
by men of the family for generations. 
And this man recently invented an 
important piece of equipment which he 
sold to a great company under an 
agreement that his only son would be 
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given charge of the work when he had 

completed his training for it. Now the 

boy has his own ideas about a career. 
‘—s 


Pampered. Bouquets 

If you leave cut flowers in a draught, 
they’ll catch cold and die. If you over- 
crowd them, they’ll smother. If you 
bruise the stems, they’ll wilt. Aspirin 
and salt won’t rally them. They’re no 
more poisonous at night than in the 
daytime. 

Now that you’re getting your posies 
from florists’ boxes instead of gardens, 
these facts may interest you. 

Cut the stems diagonally under 
water every day, using a sharp knife. 
Use cold (not ice) water, and make it 
warmer for roses. 

Simple arrangements are best—use 
a bud or blossom for a point of interest 
in front, and tier the others, grand- 
stand effect, around it. Never cross 
the stems. Chicken wire, doubled and 
placed in the neck of the vase so that 
stems can be slipped through both 
layers an inch or two apart, helps a lot. 

And next summer, cut your garden 
flowers early in the morning and leave 
them in deep water for six or seven 
hours before you arrange them. 
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